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young woman turned and looked frankly at die Kpeakc!, 
and instantly her face became surprised. 

“Aren^t you Wilfrid Desert?*^ 

The youngish man bowed. 

'‘Then/’ said the young woman, ‘‘we*ve niet. Ar Mrin 
Mont’s wedding. You were best man, if yiiu rcninuhcr, 
the first I’d seen. I was only sixteen, li'ou w<in!$ln*r 
remember me — Dinny Cherrell, baptised fdis-^ahcdi. 'Hirv 
ran me in for bridesmaid at the last minute/’ 

The youngish man’s mouth lost its diKiiiin. 

‘T remember your hair perfectly/’ 

“Nobody ever remembers me by mything else/* 
“Wrongl I remember thinking youkl sat ir» Htitiivclli, 
You’re still sitting, I sec/’ 

: Dinny was thinki.ng: 'His eyes were the first in Ihiiier 
me. And they really arc beautiful/ 

The said eyes had been turned again yptm die iiaiiie. 
“He did deliver us,” said Desert* 

“You were there, of course/’ 

“Flying, and fed up to the teeth/’ 

“Do you like the statue?” 

“The horse.” 

“Yes,” murmured Dinny, “it is i Imrsc, mu |u%f *1 
prancing barrel, with teeth, nostrils tnd m iali/’ 

“The whole thing’s workmanlike, like F’lich liiiiiwli/* 
Dinny wrinkled her brow* 

,, “I like the way it stands up quietly imnng dinic ireen/* 
“How is Michael? You’re a ctiusin of h«, d I 

remember.” 

“Michael’s aU right. StUl in the House; he tun ■ 
he simply can’t lose.” 

“And Fleur?” 

Flourishing* Did you know ibe btd a ^^ughiei iiii 

“Fleur? H’ml That makes two, dtoctn’i It?” 

, ^ •■•Yes; they caU this one ' 
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“I haven’t been home since 1927. GoshI It’s a long 

time since that wedding/' 

“You look,” said Dinny, contemplating the sallow 
darkness of his face, as if you had been in the sun.” 

“When I’m not in the sun I’m not alive.” 

“Michael once told me you lived in the East.” 

W^ell, I wander about there.” His face seemed to 
darken still more, and he gave a little shiver. “Beastly 
cold, the English springl” 

“And do you still write poetry?” 

“Ohl you know of that weakness?” 

I ve read them all. I like the last volume best.” 

He grinned. “Thank you for stroking me the right 
way; poets, you know, like it. Who's that tall man? I 
seem to know his face," 

The tall man, who had moved to the other side of the 
statue, was coming back. 

Somehow, murmured Dinny, connect him with 
that wedding too." 

The tall man came up to them. 

"‘The hocks aren't all that," he said. 

Dinny smiled. 

I always feel so thankful I haven't got hocks. W^e were 
just trying to decide whether we knew you. Weren't you 
at JVTichael Mont's wedding some years ago?" 

‘T was. And who arc you, young lady?" 

We all met there, I'm his first cousin on his mother's 
side, Dinny Cherrell. Mr. Desert was his best man." 

The tall man nodded. 

Ohl Ah I My name's Jack Muskham, I'm a first cousin 
of his ^ father's." He turned to Desert. *'*You admired 
Foch, it seems." 
did." 

Dinny was surprised at the morose look that had come 
on^ his face. 

Well*, * said Muskhanij^ **he was a soldier all- right; 
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there weren’t too many about But I caiur hrii^ f«* ^rr rlir 
horse.” 

'It is,, of course, the important part/' nmiinufril 1 hnfi\. 
The tall man gave her his sccptirai vmilr. 

“Om thing we have to thank I'tm'li lir i U t'r 
us in the lurch.” 

Desert suddenly faced rounil: 

‘‘Any particular reason for that reniarkf** 

. Muskham shrugged his shoulders, rai^rd }ii.\ }i,if m 
Dinny, and lounged away. 

When he had gone there was a silriii'e Mici t!rrp 
waters. 

“Which way were you going?” saitl Diritiv ai 
“Any way that you are.” 

“I thank you kindly, sir. Would aii mim m 
Street serve as a direction?” 

“Admirably.” 

.“You must rememl>er her, Mielyrl’s rrimlirf. dir\ ,i 
darling, the world’s perfect mistress tudlir rlhfnr m 

stepping stones, so that you have to jump f«* i.dluw fin/' 
They crossed the road and set out up tior.u-UMi pj^u-* 
on the Buckingham Palace side. 

“I suppose you find England changed rvnv four v«iii 
come home, if youll forgive me idr nykmg uiicyaf t« ui-"* 
“Changed enough.” 

■ “Don’t you love your native land** ilie yr” 

“She inspires me wit.h a sort of lu n t* u , ” 

: .“Are you by any chance one of ihme wiu* wi%h 

to be thought worse than they are?” 

“Not possible. Ask Michael” 

“Michael is incapable of slander.” 

“Michael, and all angels are oyiiide flic nf 

reality.” 

En^sh”'^^^ **MidiacI is wy if^J, «ml, veiy 

“That ii hm contridiictory troy bit,” 
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except to English people.” 

That s something. But why to me?” 

Desert laughed. 

En^Sdr-’'"” “ f"* '■■>• 

nor forty.” 

‘the^ods.^’ “ England’s belief that she is still 

“And isn’t she, really?” 

to Znk'so.”'^ surprisingly, “but she has no reason 

Dinny thought: 

‘You’re perverse, brother Wilfrid, the young woman 

And your tongue is exceedingly wry; 

yon stand on your head— 
Why will you continually try?’ 

temarked, more simply: 

soIiTS^tr'* ‘the goods,’ has no reason to think 

^'tv vZ seem to have intuition, any- 

way Was It by intunion that you disliked h^r. Muskham?” 

Wck’ thought: ‘I’m dropping a 

tivZn!^ ^ «ual insensi- 

L7^ ^’ores me stiff.” 

him A Tr" ' r '"TT/ regarding 

h,,rm ‘“‘'■“'‘"SO faccl Unhappy from deep inward dis- 

seeHm ‘'r ^ f fof over 

see ng to foe each other out; but his eyes sent the sam^ 

fom/ with her hair still 

long she had stood near him at Fleur’s wedding. 

And do you really like wandering about in the East?” 
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“The curse of Esau is cfe meJ* 

‘Some day/ she thought. Til make him tell me wdiy. 
Only probably I shall never see him again/ i\nii a little 
chill ran down her back. 

“I wonder if you know my Uncle Adrian. I Ic was in 
the East during the war. He presides 4»vcr htuits at a 
museum. You probably know Diana Ferse, anyway. He 
married her last year/' 

“I Imow nobody to speak of." 

“Our point of contact, then, is only Mieharl/" 

■ “I don't believe in contacts through other people* 
Where do you live, Miss Cherrcll?" 

Dinny smiled. 

“A short biographical note seems be itulieafeil Since 
the umpteenth century, my fimily has been Scatcnl* at 
Condaford Grange in Oxfordshire. My father is a redrci! 
General; I am one of two daughters; am! my oidy 
brother is a married soldier just coming hack iVimi the 
Soudan on leave/' 

“Ohl” said Desert, and again his face ii.id that iiii.iro::sic 

look. 

“I am twenty-six, unmarried but with no diildica 
as yet My hobby seems to be attending to other 
people's business. I don't know why I have it. Wlien 
in- Town I stay at Lady Mont's in Mmm Street. W'lili 
a simple upbringing I have expensive iiistiocis and mi 
means of gratifying them. I believe I can sec i ioke* 
Now you?" 

Desert smiled and shook his head, 

^ Shall I?” said Dinny* /‘You are the second son of 
Lord Mullyon; you had too much war; yem write p*K”ify; 
you have nomadic instincts and arc your own enemy; ihc 
kst item has the ody news value* Here we arc in Mnwnt 
Street; do come in and see Aunt Em*" 

“Thank, you— no. But will you lunch with 
morrow and go to a matinie?" 


am 
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"I will. Where?” 

“Dumourieux’s, one-thirty.” 

They exchanged hand-grips and parted, but as Dinny 
went into her aunt’s house she was tingling all over, and 
she stood still outside the drawing-room to smile at the 
sensation. 
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The smile faded off her lipn under the hre v^, 

through the closed door, 

'My goodnessf she thought: h\iiuf 
"pawty/' and fd forgotten/ 

Someone playing the pianf> there ,i ? .r h, 

a scuffle, the scraping of chairs on flic il ■*< ea f u < .. a i htrr 
squeals, silence, ami the piano pLiviitit hee.oi a '.om, 
'Musical chairs/ she thraight* and ojicurd for 
quietly. She who had Ireen Diana i'ctsc u.r. '-ifoiu* 4! ilu- 
piano. To eight assortcti chat rs, fat' i ng a ! fe n 1 a u u ■ h. r 4 • . 1 
and west, were clinging one large aiui rigin Mnall l‘nuc% 
in bright paper hats, of whom seven urte ya'a irang fo 
their feet and two still sitting on one < Itaii. I hou-. *..iw 
from left to right: RonakI hVrNe; a small t lunr'.e h. 
Aunt Alisoi/s youngest, little Anne; I Ir jl,;,*;*/. 
youngest, Tony; Celia and Dnigi» (einitlien *4 
married sister Celia Morisioti); Sheila leio-g 4111I fl,«‘ 

single chair Uncle Adrian and Kit Mono She ww^ hr i 
conscious of Aunt Em panting slightly agaiir.i thr hu]^l,u r 
in a large headpiece of purple pa|wr, and ui Mnii pidiing 
a chair from Ronaldos end tif the row. 

"Kit, get upl You were out.” 

Kit sat firm and Adrian rose. 

"All right, old man, you’re up agaimi yoiif eipi4l% 

Fire awayl” 

"Keep your hands off the hacks/* irinl Idna,, u 
Fing,. you mustn’t sk till the music snijH. Dinyp*, ik,it‘i 
stick at the end chair like thti/* 

The music stopped Scurry, hustle, Mjucal^ and the 
smallest figure, little Anne, was left iiatiihng. 

.. "All right, darling,*’ said Dinny, "come here aiuI hrM 
i 
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this drum. Stop when the music stops, that’s right. Now 
again. Watch Auntie Dil” 

Again, and again, and again, till Sheila and Dingo and 
Kit only were left. 

1 back Kit,’ thought Dinny. 

Sheila outi Off with a chair! Dingo, so Scotch-looking, 
and Kit, so bright-haired, having lost his paper cap, were 
left padding round and round the last chair. Both were 
down, both up and on again, Diana carefully averting her 
eyes, Fleur standing back now with a little smile; Aunt 
Em’s face very pink. The music stopped. Dingo was down 
again;^ and Kit left standing, his face flushed and frowning. 

‘^^Kit,” said Fleur’s voice, ‘'‘play the gamel” 

Kit’s head was thrown up and he rammed his hands 
into his pockets. 

‘Good for Fleur!’ thought Dinny. 

A voice behind her said: 

“Your aunt’s purple passion for the young, Dinny, leads 
us into strange riots. What about a spot of quiet in my 
study?” ^ 

Dinny looked round at Sir Lawrence Mont’s thin, dry, 
twisting face, whose little moustache had gone quite 
white, while his hair was still only sprinkled. 

“I haven’t done my bit. Uncle Lawrence.” 

Time you learned not to. Let the heathen rage. Come 
down and have a quiet Christian talk.” 

Subduing her instinct for service with the thought: T 
should like to talk about Wilfrid Desert!* Dinny went.' 

“What are you working on now. Uncle?” 

“Resting for the minute and reading the Memoirs of 
Harriette Wilson — a remarkable young woman, Dinny. 
In the days of the Regency there were no reputations in 
high life to dcstroyj but she did her best. If you don’t 
know about her, I may tell you that she believed in love 
and had a great many lovers, only one of whom she loved.” 

“And yet she believed in love?” 
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“Well, she was a kind-hearted baj'gu^c, am! the fitheis 
loved her. All the difference in the world heiween her 
and Ninon de I’Enclos, who loved thetn all; ht.ih vivid 
creatures. A duologue between those two < m ‘ v i rt 1 1 's 

to be thought of. Sit downl” 

“While I was looking at Foch’s statue this .ttivriUH.n, 

Uncle Lawrence, I met a cousin of yours, Mr. .MuNklLuii." 

“Jack?” 

“Yes.” 

“Last of the dandies. All the difference in the w.uKl, 
Dinny, between the ‘buck,’ the ‘dtndy,’ the 'swell,' the 
‘masher,’ the ‘blood,’ the ‘knut,’ and wh.u's the hist 
variety called? — never know. 'I'hctc's been .i sie.tdv 
decrescendo. By his age Jack l)elongs to the 'nuslin* 
period, but his cut was always pure dandy— a dvctl !n t lie- 
wool Whyte-Melville type. How did he strike you."'” 

“Horses, piquet and iraperturbahility." 

“Take your hat ofl^ my dear. I like to sec yottr hair,” 

Dinny removed her hat. 

“I met someone else there, too; Michael's best nun." 

“Whatl Young Desert? He back againr" .'\ihI ,Sjr 
Lawrence’s loose eyebrow mounted. 

A slight colour had stained Dinny’s checks, 

“Yes,” she said. 

“Queer bird, Dinny.” 

Within her rose a feeling rather different from any she 
had ever experienced. She could not have descrilwd it, 
but it reminded her of a piece of porcelain she had given 
to her fether on his birthday, two weeks ago; a little china 
group, beautifully modelled, of a vixen and four i'm cubs 
tucked in under her. The look on the vixen's face, sott 
yet watchful, so completely expressed her own Iceling at 
this moment. 

‘‘Why queer?” 

“Tales out of school, Dinny. Still, to jdw- 'Ihere's no 
doubt in my mind that that young man made up to Mctir 
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a year ot two after her roarriage. That’s what started him 
as a rolling stone.” 

Was that, then, what he had meant when he mentioned 
Esau? Nol By the look of his face when he spoke of Fleur, 
she did not think so. 

‘^ut that was ages ago,” she said. 

Oh, yes! Ancient story; but one’s heard other things. 
Clubs are the mother of all uncharitableness.” 

The softness of Dinny’s feeling diminished, the watch- 
fulness increased. 


^"What other things?” 

Sir Lawrence shook his head. 


rather like the young man; and not even to you, 
Dxnny, do I repeat what I really know nothing of. Let a 
man live an unusual life, and there’s no limit to what 
people invent about him.” He looked at her rather 
suddenly; but Dinny’s eyes were limpid. 

Who’s the little Chinese boy upstairs?” 

‘‘Son of a former Mandarin, who left his family here 
because of the ructions out there— quaint little image. A 
likeable people, the Chinese. When does Hubert arrive?” 

“Next week. They’re flying from Italy. Jean flies a lot, 
you know.” 


‘‘What’s become of her brother?” And again he looked 
at Dinny. 

^^Alan? He s out on the China station.” 

Your aunt never ceases to bemoan your not cHckini? 
there.” ^ 


Dear Uncle, almost anything to oblige Aunt Em; but, 
feeling like a sister to him, the prayer-book was ajorainst 

me.” ■ 


“I don’t want you to marry,” said Sir Lawrence, “and 
go out to some Barbary or other.” 

^ Through Dinny flashed the thought; ‘Uncle Lawrence 
IS uncanny,’ and her eyes became more limpid than ever. 
This confounded ofScialism,” he continued, “seems to 
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absorb all our kith and kin. My it, 

China, Flora in India; your hrotlicr i (ul-'n nt • >■ o,. 
your sister Clare off a.s soon 'hr- 'i-.-. 

Corven’s been given a post in tnUn ti- v t 

Muskham’s got attached to tioveotn.rtif H • , < 
Town; Hilary’s eldest hoy’s going nno f.-.c hi-* - ' ' ' 

and his youngest into the K.IVV. f •*.!, 1 ' ■ • . t 

and lack Muskham seem n> Iw the ..td'- p«!i. 

wilderness. Of course there's Miclud '’ 

“Do you sec much of Mr. .Viitsklum. th-'*--, i • 

“Quite a lot at 'Burton's,' am! hr lonS'--- f ■ r ' 1 
Coffee blouse’; wc pl.iy pi'iuet -ue'if the o. - h o 
That’s in the ilkgiiiimlc se.oon ft.ini ti-u --ti I • ' dl 
• hardly see him till after the < ” 

“Is he a terribly good jmige • 'i a h< i •«' " 

“Yes. Of anything else, Diimy n<>. risr*, ■.« !.! tr, iir 
The horse is an animal that seem-, lu i lo-ic r hr p. -«-■ -i a ; nr 
spirit. He makes you too waichfu!. You don'i . -sih ■ 
to watch him, but cvcrylnHiy eotincricd unh 5-,im 1 1 w 

was young Desert lookingf" 

“Oh!” said Dinny, almost taken alack "a %• -(i ..i <14(1 
yellow.” 

“That’s the glare of the sand. He*-* a kind oi Hr.i..',u!i, 
you know. His father’s a fcclnse, so it’- a !-n m ho !-!- - -il. 
The best thing I know alHJOt him is ilut Yinlar! itkri hon, 
in spite of that business." 

“His poetry?” said Dinny. 

“Disharmonic stuff, he destroy* with one hand u !u» t)r 
gives with the other." 

“Perhaps he’s never found his horiw. Hu ey i ate 
rather beautiful, don't you think.'" 

“It’s his mouth I wmember best, wmitivc and hnirf '* 
"One’s eyes arc what otic is, one’* whai ,,ne 

becomes.” 

“That and the stomach." 

“He hasn’t any,” said Dinny. "I wkwd." 
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“The handful of dates and cup of coffee habit. Not that 
the Arabs drink coffee — ^green tea is their weakness, with 
mint in it. My God! Here’s your aunt. When I said ‘My 
GodI’ I was referring to the tea with mint.” 

Lady Mont had remo-ved her paper headdress and 
recovered her breath. 

“Darling,” said Dinny, “I did forget your birthday, and 
I haven’t got anything for you.” 

“Then give me a kiss, Dinny. I always say your kisses 
are the best. Where have you sprung from?” 

“I came up to shop for Clare at the Stores.” 

“Have you got your night things with you?” 

“No.” 

“That doesn’t matter. You can have one of mine. Do 
you still wear nightdresses?” 

“Yes,” said Dinny. 

“Good girll I don’t like pyjamas for women — your 
uncle doesn’t either. It’s below the waist, you know. You 
can’t get over it — you try to, but you can’t. Michael and 
Fleur will be stayin’ on to dinner.” 

“Thank you. Aunt Em; I do want to stay up. I couldn’t 
get half the things Clare needs to-day.” 

“I don’t like Clare marryin’ before you, Dinny,” 

“But she naturally would. Auntie.” 

“Fiddlel Clare’s brilliant — they don’t as a rule. I 
married at twenty-one.” 

“You see, dearl” 

“You’re laughin’ at me. I was only brilliant once. You 
remember, Lawrence — about that elephant — I wanted it to 
sit, and it would kneel. All their legs bend one way, 
Dinny. And I said it would follow its bent.” 

“Aunt Eml Except for that one occasion you’re easily 
the most brilliant woman I know. Women are so much 
too consecutive.” 

“Your nose is a comfort, Dinny, I get so tired of beaks, 
your Aunt Wilmet’s, and Hen Bentworth’s, and my otyn.” 
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“Yours is only faintly aquiline, darling.” 

“I was terrified of its gettin’ worse, as a child. 1 u.scd 
to stand with the tip pressed up against a wardrohe.” 

“I’ve tried that too. Auntie, only the other way.” 

“Once while I was doin’ it your father wa.s lyin’ con- 
cealed on the top, like a leopard, you know, and he i i< ip j n-d 
over me and bit through his lip. He bled all down mv 
neck.” 

“How nasty!” 

“Yes. Lawrence, what are you thinking alamt?” 

“I was thinking that Dinny has probably luul fut him ii. 
Have you, Dinny.^” 

“I was going to have it to-morrow, Unde.” 

“There you arel” said Lady Mont. “King for lilme. 
You’ll never have enough body until you’rc'nwrried." 

“Let’s get Clare over first. Aunt Em.” 

“St. George’s. I suppose Hilary’s doin’ tliemr” 

“Of coursel” 

“I shall cry.” 

“Why, exactly, do you cry at weddings, Auntie?” 

“She’ll look like an angel; and the man’ll he in black 
tails and a toothbrush moustache, and not fcclin’ what she 
thinks he is. Saddenin’l” 

“But perhaps he’s feeling more. I’m sure Miclwc! was 
about Fleur, or Uncle Adrian when he married Diana.” 

“Adrian’s fifty-three and he’s got a beard. Bcsiik-s, 'he’s 
Adrian. ^ 


‘T admit that makes a difference. But I think we ought 
rather to cry over the man. The woman’s having the lumr 

of her Iffe and the man’s waistcoat is almrist certain to be 
too tight.” 


_ Lawrence’s wasn’t. He was always a thread-paper, .and 
I was as shm as you, Dinny.” ti 

on both those mature faces stopped her, and she added: 
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‘‘Where did you first meet?” 

^ “Out huntin’, Dinny, I was in a ditch, and your uncle 
didn’t like it, he came and pulled me out*” 

“I think that’s ideal.” 

“Too much mud. We didn’t speak to each other all the 
rest of the day,” 

“Then what brought you together?” 

“One thing and another. I was stayin’ with Hen’s 
people, the Corderoys, and your uncle called to see some 
puppies. What are you catechisin’ me for?” 

I only just wanted to Icnow how it was done in those 
days.” 

“Go and find out for yourself how it’s done in these 
days.” 

“Uncle Lawrence doesn’t want to get rid of me.” 

“All men are selfish, except Michael and Adrian.” 
“Besides, I should hate to make you cry.” 

“Blore, a cocktail and a sandwich for Miss Dinny, she’s 
had no lunch. And, Blore, Mr. and Mrs. Adrian and Mr. 
and M^rs. M^ichael to dinner. And, Blore, tell Laura to put 
one of my nightdresses and the other things in the blue 
spare room. Mss Dinny’U stay the night. Those children!” 
And, swaying slightly. Lady Mont preceded her butler 
through the doorway. 

“What a darling, Uncle!” 

“I’ve never denied it, Dinny.” 

“I always feel better after her. Was she ever out of 
temper?” 

She can begin to be, but she always goes on to some- 
thing else before she’s finished.” 

“What saving grace ... 1” 

At dinner that evening, Dinny listened for any allusion by 
her unde to Wilfred Desert’s return. There was none. 

After dinner, she seated herself by Fleur in her habitual, 
slightly mystified admimtioa of this cousin by marriage ■ 
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whose pretty poise was so assured, whose face and figure 
so beautifully turned out, whose clear eyes were so seeing, 
whose knowledge of self was so disillusioned, and whose 
attitude to Michael seemed at once that of one looking up 
and looking down. 

If I ever married,’ thought Dinny, 1 could never be 
like that to him. I would have to look him straight in the 
face as one sinner to another.’ 

“Do you remember your wedding, Fleur?” she said. 

“I do, my dear. A distressing ceremony I” 

“I saw your best man to-day.” 

The clear white round Fleur’s eyes widened. 

“Wilfrid? How did you remember him?” 

“I was only sixteen, and he fluttered my young nerves.” 

“That is, of course, the function of a best man. Well, 
and how was he?” 

“Very dark and dissolvent,” 

Fleur laughed. “He always was.” 

Looking at her, Dinny decided to press on. 

“Yes. Uncle Lawrence told me he tried to Ciirry 
dissolution rather far.” 

Fleur looked surprised. “I didn’t know Bart ever 
noticed that.” 

“Uncle Lawrence,” said Dinny, “is a bit uncanny.” 

“Wilfrid,” murmured Fleur, with a little reminiscent 
smile, “really behaved quite well. Fie went East like a 
lamb.” 

“But surely that hasn’t kept him East ever since?” 

“No more than measles keep you permanently to your 
room. Ohl no, he likes it. He’s probably got a harem.” 

“No,” said Dinny, “he’s fastidious, or I should be 
surprised.” 

“Quite right, my dear; and one for my cheap cynicism. 
Wilfrid’s the queerest sort of person, and rather a dear. 
Michael loved him. But,” she said, suddenly looking at 
Dinny, ^‘he’s impossible to be in love with— disharmony 
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personified. I studied him pretty closely at one time — -had 
to, you know. He’s elusive. Passionate, and a bundle of 
nerves. Soft-hearted and bitter. And search me for any- 
thing he believes in.” 

“Except,” queried Dinny, “beauty, perhaps; and truth 
if he could find it?” 

Fleur made the unexpected answer, “Well, my dear, we 
all believe in those, when they’re about. The trouble is 
they aren’t, unless — unless they lie in oneself, perhaps. 
And if you happen to be disharmonic, what chance have 
you? Where did you see him?” 

“Staring at Foch.” 

“Ah! I seem to remember he rather idolised Foch. Poor 
Wilfrid, he hasn’t much chance. Shell-shock, poetry, and 
his breeding — a father who’s turned his back on life; a 
mother who was half an Italian, and ran off with another. 
Not restful. His eyes were his best point, they made you 
sorry for him; and they’re beautiful — rather a fatal com- 
bination. Did the young nerves flutter again?” She looked 
rather more broadly into Dinny’s face, 

“No, but I wondered if yours would still if I mentioned 
him.” 

“Mine? My child. I’m nearly thirty. I have two 
children, and” — her face darkened — “I have been inocu- 
lated. If I ever told anyone about that^ Dinny, I might 
tell you, but there are things one doesn’t tell.” 

Up in her room, somewhat incommoded by the ampli- 
tude of Aunt Em’s nightgown, Dinny stared into a fire 
lighted against protest. She felt that what she was feeling 
was absurd" — a queer eagerness, at once shy and bold, the 
sensations, as it were, of direct action impending. And 
why? She had seen again a man who ten years before had 
made her feel silly; from all accounts a most unsatisfactory 
man; Taking a looking-glass, she scrutinised her face 
above the embroidery on the too ample gown. She saw 
what might have satisfied but did not. 
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"One gets tired of it/ she thought— ahv.iys tfio same 
Botticellian artifact, 

‘The nose that's snub, 

The eyes of blue! 

'Ware self, you rechhaired nymph, 

And shun the image that is 3 cni!' 

He was so accustomed to the East, to dark ryes f l'ir« nigh 
veils, languishing; to curves enticingly disguiscal; fo ncx, 
mystery, teeth like pearls— houri! Diriny showed her 
own teeth to the glass. There she was on safe ground • 
the best teeth in her fitmily. Nor was her Iniir rt%t!!y ml * 
more what Miss Braddon used to call auburn. Nice Wiutl! 

/ Pity it had gone out. With all that cin!>foidcrv if was uo 
good examining herself below the Victorian washifig line. 
Remember that to-morrow before licr hath! bor wh.if she 
was about to examine might the Lord nuke her truly 
thankfull Putting down the glass with a lifilc sig.h, %!ic 
got into bed. 



CHAPTER in 


Wilfrid Desert still maintained his chambers in Cork 
Street. They were, in fact, paid for by Lord Mullyon, who 
used them on the rare occasions when he emerged from 
rural retreat. It was not saying much that the secluded 
peer had more in common with his second than with his 
eldest son, who was in Parliament. It gave him, however, 
no particular pain to encounter Wilfrid; but as a rule the 
chambers were occupied only by Stack, who had been 
Wilfrid’s batman in the war, and had for him one of those 
sphinx-like habits which wear better than expressed devo- 
tions. When Wilfrid returned, at a moment or two’s 
notice, his rooms were ever exactly as he left them, neither 
more nor less dusty and unaired; the same clothes hung on 
the same clothes-stretchers; and the same nicely cooked 
steak and mushrooms appeased his first appetite. The 
ancestral ‘junk,’ fringed and dotted by Eastern whims 
brought home, gave to the large sitting-room the sqtT»> 
castled air of immutable possession. And the divan before 
the log fire received Wilfrid as if he had never left it. 
He lay there the morning after his encounter with Dinny, 
wondering why he could only get really good coffee when 
Stack made it. The East was the home of coffee, but 
Turkish coffee was a rite, a toy; and, like all rites and toys, 
served but to titillate the soul. This was his third day in 
London after three years; and in the last two years he 
had been through a good deal more than he would ever 
care to speak of, or even wish to remember; including one 
experience which still divided him against himself^ how- 
ever much he affected to discredit its importance. In other 
words, he had come back with a skeleton in his cupboard. 
He had brought back, too, enough poems for a fourth 
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slender volume. He lay there, debating wlietln'r its 
slender bulk could not be increased by indusidtt the 
longest poem he had ever written, the imtannv that 

experience; in his view, too, the best poem he h.ui t'vcr 

written— a pity it should not be published, but ■ 1 Aiul 

the ‘but’ was so considerable that he had many tinns been 
on the point of tearing the thing up, obliterating, all trace 
of it, as he would have wished to blot remembrance iVom 

his mind. Again, but' 1 The poem c?c{>resse<i his 

defence for allowing what he hoped tio one ktu*w inul 
happened to him. To tear it up would be pattitjg with 
his defence. For he could never agaiti ;ulei|uau‘lv icniler 
his sensations in that past dilemma. 1 ie woidtl be pait iijg 
with his best protection from his own etmseit'tua\ ttm; 
and perhaps with the only means of iayitig a ghost, !»‘nr 
he sometimes thought that, unless iic prijclaimetl ta the 
world what had happened to him, he would ticvcr again 
feel quite in possession of his soul 
Reading it through, he thought: *h’s a daivmed siglu 
better and deeper than LyalPs confou ruled Kin.' And 
without any obvious connection he lia;.in lo think ut' 
the girl he had met the day before. Ciuiions th.it iic ii.itl 
remembered her from Michaelks wedding, a t r.iHNp;irent slip 
of a young thing like a Botticelli Vcntis, Angel, or 
Madonna — so little difference between them. A eiuirnitig 
young thing, then! Yes, and a charming young wonum 
now, of real quality, with a sense of Inmiour ami an 
understanding mind. Dinny Chcrrclll Cluirwell they 
spelled it, he remembered. He wouldn’t mind showing 
her his poems; he would trust her reactions. 

Partly because he was thinking of her, and partly heeansc 
he took a taxi, he was late for lunch, and met Dinny mi the 
doorstep ofDumourieux’s justas she was aliout to go aw.iy. 

^ There is perhaps no better test of woman's character 
to keep her waiting for lunch in a public place. 

Drnny greeted him with a smile. 
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‘‘I thought you’d probably forgotten.” 

"It was the traffic. How can philosophers talk of time 
being space or space time? It’s disproved whenever two 
people lunch together. I allowed ten minutes for under a 
mile from Cork Street, and here I am ten minutes late. 
Terribly sorry I” 

""My father says you must add ten per cent to all timing 
since taxis took the place of hansoms. Do you remember 
the hansom?” 

""Ratherl” 

""I never was in London till they were over.” 

""If you know this place, lead on! I was told of it, but 
I’ve not yet been here.” 

""It’s underground. The cooking’s French.” 

Divested of their coats, they proceeded to an end table. 

""Very little for me, please,” said Dinny. ""Say cold 
chicken, a salad, and some coffee.” 

""Anything the matter?” 

""Only a spare habit.” 

""I see. We both have it. No wine?” 

""No thanks. Is eating little a good sign, do you 
think?” 

""Not if done on principle.” 

"‘You don’t like things done on principle?” 

""I distrust the people who do them — self-righteous.” 

“I think that’s too sweeping. You are rather sweeping, 
aren’t you?” 

“I was thinking of the sort of people who don’t eat 
because it’s sensud. That’s not your reason, is it?” 

“OhI no,” said Dinny, “I only dislike feeling full. And 
very little makes me feel that. I don’t know very much 
about them so far, but I think the senses are good things,” 

“The only things, probably.” 

“Is that why you write poetry?” 

Desert grinned. 

"T should think might write verse, 
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‘"Only thymes.” 

“The place for poetry is a desert. liviT s<*cn 

“No. I should like to,” And, havitu*; said thaf, she .s.it 
in slight surprise, remembering her negative react i<>u to 
the American professor and his great open ^wvs. Unt 
no greater contrast was possible than Intween, iiallorsen 
and this dark, disharmonic young man, w Hm sat stariri- 
at her with those eyes of his till she had again that thnli 
down her spine. Crumbling her roll, slic raiitl: ‘T saw 
Michael and Fleur last night at dinner.” 

“Oh!” His lips curled, “I made a ioul i»l ntysclt 
Fleur once. Perfect, isnT she— in her wayr'" 

“Yes,” and her eyes added: ‘DonT run her diiwti!’ 

""Marvellous equipment and cuntrol.” 

""I don’t think you know her,” said Dinny, “and Vm 
sure I don’t.” 

He leaned forward. “You seem to me a loyal sort of 
person. Where did you pick that up?” 

""Our family motto is the word Mwal* Tliat oui*!'il: in 
have cured me, oughtn’t It?” 

“I don’t know,” he said, abruptly, “wlicihcr i muh r- 
.stand what loyalty is. Loydty to wh.n? To whoiri? 
Nothing’s fixed in this world; every iliing’s lelaiiw. 
Loyalty’s the mark of the stalk miml, ehw jiiht a yiiipcr- 
stition, and anyway the negation of euritrsit v.” 

“There things worth l)eing loyal on iiurcly. C Alive, 
for instance, or one’s religion.” 

He looked at her so strangely that Dinny \vm alinuM 
scared. 

“Religion? Have you one?” 

“Well, roughly, I suppose.” 

“What? .C^ you swallow the dogmas of any rrligioiH 
creed? Do yO'U believe one legend more true than arioihrr? 
Ckn you suppose one set of Wiefs ibout the Unknr>wa!»lc 
has more waluc, than the rest? ReligionI YotiVc got a scioc 
of humour. Does it leave you at the word?” 
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No; o^y religion, I suppose, naay be just a sense of an 
all-pervadmg spirit, and the ethical creed that seems best to 
serve it.’’ 

H ml A pretty far cry from what’s generally meant, 
and even then how do you know what best serves an all- 
pervading spirit?” 

“I take that on trust.” 

“There’s where we differ. Look!” he said, and it 
seemed to her that excitement had crept into his voice: 

What s the use of our reasoning powers, our mental 
faculties? I take each problem as it comes, I do the sum I 
return the answer, and so I act. I act according to a 
reasoned estimate of what is best.” 

“For whom?” 

“For myself and the world at large ” 

“Which first?” 

“It’s the same thing.” 

“Always? I wonder. And, anyway, that means doing so 
long a sum every time that I can’t think how you ever get 
to acting. And surely ethical rules are just the result of 
countless decisions on those same problems made by 
people in the past, so why not take them for granted?” 

None of those decisions were made by people of my 
temperament or in my circumstances.” 

“No, I see that. You follow what they call case law 
then. But how English!” ’ 

“Sorry!” said Desert, abruptly; “I’m boring you. Have 
a sweet?” 

Dinny put her elbows on the table and, leaning her chin 
on her hands, looked at him earnestly. 

You weren t boring me. On the contrary, you’re 
interring me frightfhlly. Only I suppose that women act 
much more instinctively; I suppose that really means they 
accept themselves as mote like each other than men deC 
and are more ready to trust their instinctive sense of general 
esperience.” 
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‘'That has been women’s way; whether it will be much 
longer, I don’t know.” 

“I think it will,” said Dinny. ‘1 don’t believe we shall 
ever much care for sums. I mil have a sweet, pksise. 
Stewed prunes, I think,” 

Desert stared at her, and began to laugh. 

“You’re wonderful We’ll both have tlicm. Is ycnir 
family a very formal one?” 

“Not exactly formal, but they do believe in t; null lit .in and 
the past.” 

“And do you?” 

“I don’t know. I definitely like old thifu*s, ;uu! nil 
places, and old people. I like anything th.uV sf.nnped like 
a coin. I like to feel one has roots. I was always iofui 
history. All the same one can’t help lauglung. 'IhercN 
something very comic about the way wcle all tied- like a 
hen by a chalk mark to its beak.” 

Desert stretched out his hand and she put hers into it. 

“Shake hands on that saving grace.” 

“Some day,” said Dinny, “ym’rc goiiig to tell me some- 
thing. But at the moment what play are wc g( >ing it 

“Is there anything by a man called Shakespeare?” 

With some difficulty they discovered that a work by the 
world’s greatest dramatist was being given in a theatre 
beyond the pale of the river. They went to ii, and, whmi 
the show was over. Desert said, hesitating: *T wonder if 
you would come and have tea at my rooms?” 

Dinny smiled and nodded, and from time moment was 
conscious of a difference in his manner. It was at once 
more intimate yet more respectful, m if he Imd said to 
himself: ‘This is my equal/ 

That hour of tea, brought by Stack, a man with utrangc, 
understanding eyes and something monk-like in his look, 
seemed tO:her quite perfect. It wm like no other hour she 
had ever, spent, and at the end of it she knew »hc was in 
,lovc, The tiny seed planted ten yean bdforc hid fiowcfecl 
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This was such a marvel, so peculiar to one who at twenty- 
six had begun to think she would never be in love, that 
every now and then she drew in her breath and looked 
wonderingly at his face. Why on earth did she feel like 
this? It was absurdl And it was going to be painful, 
because he wasn’t going to love her. Why should he? 
And if he wasn’t, she mustn’t show, and how was she to 
help showing? 

“When am I going to see you again?” he said, when she 
stood up to go. 

“Do you want to?” 

“Extraordinarily.” 

“But why?” 

“Why not? You’re the first lady I’ve spoken to for ten 
years. I’m not at all sure you’re not the first lady I’ve ever 
spoken to.” 

“If we are going to sec each other again, you mustn’t 
laugh at me.” 

“Laugh at you! One couldn’t. So when?” 

“Weill At present I’m sleeping in a foreign nightgown 
at Mount Street. By rights I ought to be at Condaford. 
But my sister’s going to be married in town next week, 
and my brother’s coming back from Egypt on Monday, so 
perhaps I’ll send for things and stay up. Where would you 
like to see me?” 

“Will you come for a drive to-morrow? I haven’t been 
to Richmond or Hampton Court for years.” 

“I’ve never been.” 

“All right! I’ll pick you up in front of Foch at two 
o’clock, wet or fine.” 

“I will be pleased to come, young sir.” 

“Splcndidl” And, suddenly ben<hng, he raised her hand 
and put his lips to it. 

“Highly courteous,” said Dinny. “Good-bycl” 


c 



CHAPTER IV 


Preoccupied with this stupendous secret, Diiiny’s first 
instinct was for solitude, but she was hooked for dinner 
with the Adrian Cherrells* On her uncle’s inarriai^c with 
Diana Ferse the house of painful memories in Oakley 
Street had been given up, and they \x*^erc cconornicaliy 
installed in one of those spacious Ploomshury st|uares 
now successfully regaining the gentility lost in the eighteen- 
thirties and forties. The locality had bceti chosen its 
proximity to Adrianas ‘bones/ for at his age he regardcil as 
important every minute saved for the society of his wife. 
The robust virility which Dinny had predicted would 
accrue to her uncle from a year spent in t!ie presence of 
Professor Hallorsen and New Mcxict^ was reprcsetucil by a 
somewhat deeper shade of brown in his creased cheeks, 
and a more frequent smile on his long face. It ums a last ing 
pleasure to Dinny to think that she hatl given lum tlic 
right advice, and that he had taken it. Diana, too, was fast 
regaining the sparkle which, before her xnarriage with 
poor Ferse, had made her a member of ‘Society/ Ikii tlie 
hopeless nature of Adrian’s occupation and the extra 
time he needed from her had precluded her from any 
return to that sacred ring. She inclined more and more, in 
fact, to be a wife and mother. And this sccmctl natural to 
one with Dinny’s partiality for her uncle. On her way 
there she debated whether or not to say what she had been 
doing. Having little liking for shifts and sut)tcrfugc, she 
decided to be frank. ‘Besides/ she thought, ‘a maiden in 
love always likes to talk about the object of her tilfecimm: 
Again, if, not to have a confidant became too wearing. 
Uncle Adrian, was the obvious choice; partly because 
he knew at first hand something of the East, but chiefly 
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because he was Uncle Adrian. 

The first topics at dinner, however, were naturally 
Clare’s marriage and Hubert’s return. Dinny was some- 
what exercised over her sister’s choice. Sir Gerald (Jerry) 
Corven was forty, active and middle-sized, with a daring 
face. She recognised that he had great charm, and her fear 
■was, rather, that he had too much. He was high in the 
Colonial service, one of those men who — people in- 
stinctively said — ^would go far. She wondered also 
whether Clare was not too like him, daring and brilliant, 
a bit of a gambler, and, of course, seventeen years younger. 
Diana, who had known him well, Siiid: 

“The seventeen years’ difference is the best thing about 
it. Jerry wants steadying. If he can be a father to her as 
well, it may work. He’s had infmite experiences. I’m glad 
it’s Ceylon.” 

“Why?” 

“He won’t meet his past.” 

“Has he an awful lot of past?” 

“My dear, he’s very much in love at the moment; but 
with men like Jerry you never know; all th.at charm, and so 
much essential liking for thin ice.” 

“Marriage doth make cowards of us all,” murmured 
Adrian, 

“It won’t have that effect on Jerry Corven; he takes to 
risk as a goldfish takes to mosquito larvae. Is Clare very 
smitten, Dinny?” 

“Yes, but Clare loves thin ice, too.” 

“And yet,” said Adrian, “I shouldn’t call either of them 
really modern. They’ve both got brains and like using 
them.” 

“That’s quite true, uncle. Clare gets all she can out of 
life, but she believes in life terribly. She might become 
another Hester Stanhope.” 

“Good for you, Dinnyl But to be that she’d have 
to get rid of Gerald Corven fiist. And if I read Clare, 
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I think she might have scruples.” 

Dinny regarded her uncle with wide eye.s. 

“Do you say that because you know Clare, or I>eeause 

you’re a Cherrell, Uncle?” 

“I think because she’s a Cherrell, my dear. 

“Scruples,” murmured Dinny. “1 don’t believe Aunt 
Em has th'-rri. Yet she’s as much of a Cherrell as any uf 
US.” 

‘"Em,” said Adrian, “reminds me of noliuui: so niueli as 
a find of bones that won’^t join up., liou can t say ol what 
she’s the skeleton. Scruples are emphat ically o; > c n dhtatc/’ 

“Nol Adrian,” murmured Diana, “not hones iif dinner. 
When docs Hubert arrive? Tm really anxious to see him 
and young Jean. After eighteen moatijs of Idiss in the 
Soudan which will be top dog?” 

“Jean, surely,” said Adrian. 

Dinny shook her head. “I don’t think so, Ihulc,” 

“That’s your sisterly pride.” 

“No. Hubert’s got more continuity, jran rtishcs at 
things and must handle them at once, hut Htiheii stceis 
the course, I’m pretty sure. Uncle, wdnuc is a plat'c i ailed 
Darfur? And how do you spell it?” 

“With an ‘r’ or without. It’s west of the Soiulati; iiiiieh 
of it is desert and pretty inaccessible, I lH*Iicve. \\1iy ?” 

“I was lunching to-day with Wr, Desert, Wichaers best 
man, you remember, and he mentioned ir.” 

“Has he been there?” 

“I think he’s been everywhere in the Near liast,” 

“I know his brother,” said Diana, “Charles Desert:, one 
of the most, provocative of the younger pt»lifiiians. ! fell 
almost certainly be Minister of Education in the next 
Tory Government. That’ll put the finishing touch lo Lor<i 
MuUyon’s retirement* I’ve never met Wilfrid. I» tic nice?” 

“Well,” 'said Dinny, with what ihc lielicvcd to Ic 
detachment, “I only met him yestcrcky. f k seems rtf her 
.like a imnce pie, you take a spoonful tad Iiojic* If you 
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can eat the whole, you have a happy year.” 

“I should like to meet the young man,” said Adrian. 
“He did good things in the war, and I know his verse.” 

“Really, Uncle? I could arrange it; so far we are in daily 
communication.” 

“Oh!” said Adrian, and looked at her. “I’d like to dis- 
cuss the Hittite type with him. I suppose you know that 
what we are accustomed to regard as the most definitely 
Jewish characteristics are pure Hittite according to 
ancient Hittite drawings?” 

“But weren’t they all the same stock, really?” 

“By no means, Dinny. The Israelites were Arabs. What 
the Hittites were we have yet to discover. The modern 
Jew in this country and in Germany is probably more 
Hittite than Semite.” 

“Do you know Mr. Jack Muskham, Uncle?” 

“Only by repute. He’s a cousin of Lawrence’s and an 
authority on bloodstock. I believe he advocates a re- 
introduction of Arab blood into our race-horses. There’s 
something in it if you could get the very best strain. Has 
young Desert been to Nejd? You can still only get it 
there, I believe.” 

“I don’t know. Where is Nejd?” 

“Centre of Arabia. But Muskham will never get his 
idea adopted, there’s no tighter mind than the pukka 
racing man’s. He’s a pretty pure specimen himself, I 
believe, except for this bee in his bonnet.” 

“Jack Muskham,” said Diana, “was once romantically in 
love with one of my sisters; it’s made him a misogynist.” 

“H’ml That’s a bit cryptic!” 

“He’s rather fine-looking, I think,” said P inn y 

“Wears clothes wonderfully and has a reputation for 
hating everything modern. I haven’t met him for years, but 
I used to know him rather well. Why, Dinny?” 

“I just happened to sec him the other day, and 
wondered.” 
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‘‘Talking of Hittites/’ said Diana, 'Tvc oitcn thought 
those very old Cornish families, like the Descits, have a 
streak of Phmnician in them. Look at .Lord Kfullyon. 
There’s a queer type!” 

“Fanciful, my love. You’d be more likely iind that 
streak in the simple folk. The Deserts must ha\ c married 
into non-Cornish stock for himdreds of years. The 
higher you go in the socid scale, the less cliaiu e < preserv- 
ing a primitive strain.” 

''Are they a very old flimily?” said Diiiay, 

“Hoary and pretty queer. 13ut yon know my views about 
old families, Dinny, so I won’t enlarite.” 

Dinny nodded. She rememltered very well that nerve- 
racked walk along Chelsea Embankment just ai’ter bersc 
returned. And she looked aifcction.Kely into his face. 
It ms nice to think that he had ounc iatt> bis own at 
last. ... 

When she got back to Mount Street that her uncle 
and aunt had gone up, but the butler was seated in tlie hall 
lie rose as she entered. 

“I didn’t know you had a key, Miss.” 

“I’m terribly sorry, Blore, you were iKivinit such a nice 
snooze.” 

“I was, Miss Dinny. After a ccrtaiti age, as youll ibui 
out, one gets a liking for droppitig < )tf at i tnpr* ^pe r n u n i tent s. 
Now Sir Lawrence, he’s not a good sleeper, inn, gjvc yt>u 
my word, if I go into his study alna nd utiy t if ne w htm he’s at 
work,T’ll find him opening his eyes. And niy Lady, slic 
can do her eight hours, but Fve krujwn her to ilrop cfiF 
when someone’s talking to her, especially the old Rector at 
Lippinghall, Mr. Tasbutgh— a courtly tdd |*ciulcm;ug but 
he has that effect. Even Mr. Mkhad-^bur then he’s in 
Parliament, and they get the ’abit. Still, j du think, Miss, 
whether it was the war, or people ncft having any liopc of 
anything, and running about so, that there’s a tendency, as 
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the saying is, towards sleep. Well, it does you good. 
Give you my word. Miss; I was dead to the world before 
I had that forty winks, and now I could talk to you for 
hours.” 

“That would be lovely, Blore. Only I find, so far, that 
I’m sleepiest at bedtime.” 

“Wait till you’re married. Miss. Only I do hope 
you won’t be doing that yet awhile. I said to Mrs. Blore 
last night: Tf Miss Dinny gets taken off, it’ll be the 
life and soul of the party gonel’ I’ve never seen much 
of Miss Clare, so that leaves me cold; but I heard my 
Lady yesterday telling you to go and find out for yourself 
how it was done, and, as I said to Mrs. Blore, ‘Miss 
Dinny’s like a daughter of the house, and’ — ^wcll — you 
know my sentiments. Miss.” 

“Dear Blore! I’m afraid I must go up now. I’ve had 
rather a tiring day.” 

“Quite, Miss. Pleasant dreams!” 

“Good-nightl” 

Pleasant dreamsi Perhaps the dreams might be, but 
would reality? What uncharted country was she not 
entering with just a star to guide! And was it a fixed 
star, or some flaring comet? At least five men had wanted 
to marry her, all of whom she had felt she could sum 
up, so that a marriage would have been no great risk. 
And now she only wanted to marry one, but there he 
was, an absolutely uncertain quantity except that he 
could rouse in her a feeling she had never had before. 
Life was perverse. You dipped your finger in a lucky 
bag, and brought out — what? To-morrow she wouH 
walk with him. They would see trees and grass togeth' 
scenery and gardens, pictures, perhaps; the river, 
fruit blossom. She would know at least how hi 
and her own agreed about many things she carea ror. 
And yet, if she found they didn’t agree, would it make any 
difference to her feeling? It would not. 
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‘I understand now,’ she thought, ‘why we call lovers 
dotty. All I care about is that he should feci what I 
feel, and be dotty too. And of course he won’t — why 
should he?’ 



CHAPTER V 


The drive to Richmond Park, over Ham Common and 
Kingston Bridge to Hampton Court, and back through 
Twickenham and Kew, was remarkable for alternation 
between silence and volubility. Dinny was, as it were, the 
observer, and left to Wilfrid all the piloting. Her feelings 
made her shy, and it was apparent that he was only able to 
expand if left to his free will — the last person in the world 
to be drawn out. They duly lost themselves in the maze at 
Hampton Court, where, as Dinny said, 

“Only spiders who can spin threads out of themselves, 
or ghosts who can tails unfold, would have a chance.” 

On the way back they got out at Kensington Gardens, 
dismissed the hired car, and walked to the tea kiosk. Over 
the pale beverage he asked her suddenly whether she 
would mind reading his new poems in manuscript. 

“Mind? I should love it.” 

‘T want a candid opinion.” 

“You will get it,” said Dinny. “When can I have them?” 

“I’ll bring them round to Mount Street and drop them in 
your letter-box after dinner.” 

“Won’t you come in this time?” 

He shook his head. 

When he left her at Stanhope Gate, he said abruptly: 

“It’s been a simply lovely afternoon. Thank youl” 

“It is for me to thank you.” 

"Youl You’ve got more friends than quills upon the 
fretful porpentine. It’s I who am the pelican.” 

“Adieu, pelican!” 

“Adieu, flowering wildernessl” 

The words seemed musical all the way down Mount 
Street. 

Ji 
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A fat unstamped envelope was brought iti about half. 
past nine with the last post, Dinny took it {Voni IMore, 
and slipping it under The Bridge of Sun Lul^' Ro\ went 
on listening to her aunt. 

“When I was a girl I squecsscd my own waist, Dinny. 
We suffered for a principle. They say it’s cornin’ in again. 
I shan’t do it, so hot and worrying but you’ll have to.” 

“Not 1 .” 

“When the waist has settled down there’ll be a lot of 
squeezin’,” 

“The really tight waist will never come in again. 
Auntie.” 

“And hats. In 1900 we were like cggraatuls wiili 
explodin’ eggs in them. Giuliflowers and hytirangeas, atui 
birds of a feather, enormous. They stuck our. 'The Parks 
were comparatively pure. Sea-green suits ymi, I >itm)'; you 
ought to be married in it.” 

“I think I’ll go Up, Aunt Em, I’m tatlier l ired.” 

“That’s eatin’ so little.” 

“I eat enormously. Good-night, dear,” 

Without undressing she sat down to the ptRuns, ner- 
vously anxious to like them, for she knew that he Wi nikl sec 
through any falsity. To her relief they had the tone siic 
remembered in his other volumes, !>ut were less liittcr atui 
more concerned with beauty. When she iiail linislRHl the 
main sheaf, she came on a much Ituigcr ptHnn etifit led *Thc 
Leopard,’ wrapped round in a blank sheet t d pafier, \X‘aH it 
so wrapped to keep her from reading it; why, ilictg iuul he 
enclosed it? She decided that he had Ixtu dottbtful, and 
wanted her verdict. Below the title was WTiticn the line: 

“Can the leopard change its spots?” 

It was the story ofa young monk, secretly wirhout faith, 
sent on a proselytising expe^tion. Seized liy infidels, and 
confronted with the choice between death or rccantsition, 
he recants and accepts the religion of his captors. The 
poem, was seared with passages of such deep feeling that 
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they hurt her. It had a depth and fervour which took her 
breath away; it was a psean in praise of contempt for 
convention faced with the stark reality of the joy in living, 
yet with a haunting moan of betrayal running through it. 
It swayed her this way and that; and she put it down with a 
feeling almost of reverence for one who could so express 
such a deep and tangled spiritual conflict. With that 
reverence were mingled a compassion for the stress he must 
have endured before he could have written this and a 
feeling, akin to that which mothers feel, of yearning to 
protect him from his disharmonies and violence. 

They had arranged to meet the following day at the 
National Gallery, and she went there before time, taking 
the poems with her. He came on her in front of Gentile 
Bellini’s ‘Mathematician.’ They stood for some tim^. 
looking at it without a word. 

“Truth, quality, and decorative effect. Have you read 
my stuff.5” 

“Yes. Come and sit down. I’ve got them here.” 

They sat down, and she gave him the envelope. 

“Well?” he said; and she saw his lips quivering. 

“Terribly good, I think.” 

“Really?” 

“Even truly. One, of course, is much the finest.” 

“Which?” 

Dinny’s smile said: “You ask that?” 

“The Leopard?” 

“Yes. It hurt me, here.” 

“Shall I throw it out?” 

By intuition she realised that on her answer he would 
act, and said feebly: “You wouldn’t pay attention to what 
I said, would you?” 

“What you say shall go.” 

“Then of course you can’t throw it out. It’s the finest 
thing you’ve done.” 

“Inshallah!” 
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‘‘What made you doubt?” 

“It’s a naked thing.” 

“Yes,” said Dinny, ‘"naked — but beaiitifuL When a 
thing’s naked it must be beautiful.” 

“Hardly the fashionable belief.” 

“Surely a civilised being naturally covers tleri)rmities 
and sores. There’s nothing fine in being a savage that I 
can see, even in art.” 

“You run the risk of excommunication. Ugliness is a 
sacred cult now.” 

“Reaction from the chocolate box,” munnuivd 1 )inny. 

“Ahl Whoever invented those lids sinned against the 
holy ghost — he offended the little ones.” 

“Artists are children, you mean?” 

“Well, aren’t they? or would they carry on as they do?” 

“Yes, they do seem to love toys. Wiiat gMve you the 
idea for that poem?” His face had again that look of deep 
waters stirred, as when Muskham had spokcat to them 
under the Foch statue. 

“Tell you some day, perhaps. Shall wc* g( > < nx round?” 

When they parted, he said: “To-mor row's Sunday. I 
shall be seeing you?” 

“If you will.”' 

“What about the Zoo?” 

“No, not the Zoo. I hate cages.” 

“Quite right. The Dutch garden near Kensington 
Palace?” 

“Yes.” 

And that made the fifth consecutive day < >f mec*f ing. 

For Dinny it was like a spell of gootl we.uherrwhen 
every night you go to sleep hoping it will last, and every 
morning wake up and rub your eyes sceittg t hat if has. 

Each day she responded to his; “Shall f sec vou to- 
morrow?” with an “If you will;” each day she ctmccaled 
from everybody with care whom she was seeing, and how, 
and when; and it all seemed to her so unlike licrself that 
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she would think: ‘Who is this young wonaan who goes 
out stealthily like this, and meets a young man, and 
comes back feeling as if she had been treading on air? Is it 
some kind of a long dream I"m having?’ Only, in dreams 
one didn’t eat cold chicken and drink tea. 

The moment most illuminative of her state of mind was 
when Hubert and Jean walked into the hall at Mount 
Street, where they were to stay till after Clare’s wedding. 
This first sight for eighteen months of her beloved brother 
should surely have caused her to feel tremulous. But she 
greeted him steady as a rock, even to the power of cool 
appraisement. He seemed extremely well, brown, and less 
thin, but more commonplace. She tried to think that was 
because he was now safe and married and restored to 
soldiering, but she knew that comparison with Wilfrid had 
to do with it. She seemed to know suddenly that in 
Hubert there had never been capacity for any deep spiritual 
conflict; he was of the type she knew so well, seeing the 
trodden path and without real question following. Besides, 
Jean made all the difference! One could never again be to 
him, or he to her, as before his marriage.'* Jean was 
brilliantly alive and glowing. They had come the whole 
way from Khartoum to Croydon by air with four stops. 
Dinny was troubled by the inattention which underlay her 
seeming absorption in their account of life out there, till a 
mention of Darfur made her prick her ears. Darfur was 
where something had happened to Wilfrid, There were 
still followers of the Mahdi there, she gathered. The 
personality of Jerry Corven was discussed. Hubert was 
enthusiastic about ‘a job of work’ he had done. Jean filled 
out the gap. The wife of a Deputy Commissioner had 
gone off her head about him. It was said that Jerry 
Corven had behaved badly. 

“Well, well!” said Sir Lawrence, “Jerry’s a privateer, 
and women ought not to go off their heads about him.” 

“Yes,” said Jean. “It’s silly to blame men nowadays.” 
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‘In old days/’ murmured Lady Mont, “men did the 
advancin’ and -women were blamed; now women do it and 
the men are blamed.” 

The extraordinary consecutivenes.s of the speech struck 
with a silencing effect on every tongue, until she added: 
“I once saw two camels, d’you remember, Lawrence, so 
pretty.” 

Jean looked rather horrified, and Dinny smiled. 

Hubert came back to the line. “1 don’t know,” he said; 

“he’s marrying our sister.” 

“Clare’ll give and take,” said I.ady Mont. “It’s only 
when their noses are curved. The Rector,” she added to 
Jean, “says there’s a Tasburgh nose, '^’'ou havetf t got it. 
It crinkles. Your brother Alan had it a little.” -\nd she 
looked at Dinny. “In China, too,” she added. “1 said he’d 
marry a purser’s daughter.” 

“Good God, Aunt Em, he hasn’tl” cried Jean. 

“No. Very nice girls, I’m sure. Not like clergymen’s.” 

“Thank you!” 

“I mean the sort you find in the Park. Tliey call them- 
selves that when they want company. I thouglit everybody 
knew.” 

“Jean was rectory-bred. Aunt .Em,” said Hubert, 

“But she’s been married to you two years. Wdio was it 
said: ‘And they shall multiply excecdia’ly’?” 

“Moses?” said Dinny. 

“And why not?” 

Her eyes rested on Jean, who fliislied. Sir Lawrence 
remarked quickly: “I hope Hilary will be as siiort with 
Clare as he was with you and Jean, liuberi . 'Liuit was a 
record.” 

“Hilary preaches beautifully,” said Lady Mont. “At 
Edward’s death he preached on ‘Solomon in all his glory.’ 
Touchin’l . And when we hung Casement, you remember— 
so stupid of us!— on the beam and the mote. Wc had it in 
our eye.” 
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"If I could love a sermon/" said Dinny, “it would be 
Uncle Hilary "s/" 

""Yes/" said Lady Mont, ""he could borrow more barley- 
sugar than any little boy I ever knew and look like an 
angel. Your Aunt Wilmet and I used to hold him upside 
down — ^like puppies, you know — Chopin", but we never got 
it back."" 

""You must have been a lovely family. Aunt Em."" 

""Tryin". Our father that was not in Heaven took care 
not to see us much. Our mother couldn’t help it — ^poor 
dearl We had no sense of duty."" 

"‘And now you all have so much; isn’t it queer?"" 

""Have I a sense of duty, Lawrence?"" 

""Emphatically not, Em.’" 

""I thought so.” 

""But wouldn’t you say as a whole. Uncle Lawrence, that 
the Cherrells have too much sense of duty?” 

""How can they have too much?” said Jean. 

Sir Lawrence fixed his monocle. 

""I scent heresy, Dinny.” 

""Surely duty’s narrowing. Uncle? Father and Uncle 
Lionel and Uncle Hilary, and even Uncle Adrian, always 
think first of what they ought to do. They despise their 
own wants. Very fine, of course, but rather dull.” 

Sir Lawrence dropped his eyeglass, 

""Your family, Dinny,” he said, ""perfectly illustrate the 
mandarin. They hold the Empire together. Public 
schools, Osbofne, Sandhurst; oh! ahl and much more. 
From generation to generation it begins in the home, 
Mother"^s milk with them. Servios to Church and State- 
very interesting, very rare now, very admirable.” 

""Especially when they’ve kept on top by means of it,” 
murmured Dinny. 

""Shucksl” said Hubert: ""As if anyone thought of that in 
the ServicesI” ■ 

""You don’t think of it bemu^ you don’t have to; 
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but you would fast enough if you did have to/’ 

‘‘Somewhat cryptic, Dinny,” put in Sir Lawrence; 
“you mean if anything threatened them, they’d think: 
‘We simply mustn’t be removed, we’re It/ ” 

“But are they It, Uncle?” 

“With whom have you been associating, niy dear?” 

“OhI no one. One must think sometimes/’ 

“Too depressin’,” said Lady Mont. “The Russian 
revolution, and all that.” 

Dinny was conscious that Hubert was regarding her as if 
thinking: ‘What’s come to Dinny?’ 

“If one wants to take out a Hneh-pin,” he said, “one 
always can, but the wheel comes off.” 

“Well put, Hubert,” said Sir Lawrence; “it’s a mistake to 
think one can replace type or create it quickly. The 
sahib’s born, not made — that is, if you take thcatmc>s{)hei'c 
of homes as part of birth. And, if you ask me, he’s dying 
out fast. A pity not to preserve him somclu m; we might 
have National Parks for them, as they have for hist)a$.” 

“No,” said Lady Mont, “I won’t.” 

“What, Aunt Em?” 

“Drink champagne on Wednesday, nasty bubbly stuff!” 

“Must we have it at all, dear?” 

“I’m afraid of Blore. He’s so used. I miglit f;di him not, 
but it’d be there.” 

“Have you heard of tiallorsen lately, Dinny?” asked 
Hubert suddenly. 

“Not since Uncle Adrian came back. I l>dievc he’s in 
Central America.” 

“He was large,” said Lady Mont. “Hilary’s two girls. 
Sheik, Celia, and little Anne, five — Fm glad you’re not to 
be, Dinny. It’s superstition, of course/’ 

Dinny leaned back and the light fell on her t hn>iU . 

“To be a bridesmaid once is quite enough, Aunt Km. . /’ 

■When next morning she met Wilfrid at the Wallace 
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Collection, she said: 

"^Would you by any chance like to be at Clare’s wedding 
to-morrow?” 

‘'No hat and no black tails; I gave them to Stack.” 

“I remember how you looked, perfectly. You had a grey 
cravat and a gardenia.” 

“And you had on sea-green.” 

“Eau-de-nil. I’d like you to have seen my family, 
though, they’ll all be there; and we could have discussed 
them afterwards.” 

“I’ll turn up among the ‘also ran’ and keep out of 
sight.” 

‘Not from me,’ thought Dinny. So she would not have 
to go a whole day without seeing himi 

With every meeting he seemed less, as it were, divided 
against himself; and sometimes would look at her so. 
intently that her heart would beat. When she looked at 
him, which was seldom, except when he wasn’t aware, she 
was very careful to keep her ga2:e limpid. How fortunate 
that one always had that pull over men, knew when they 
were looking at one, and was able to look at them without 
their knowingl 

When they parted this time, he said: “Come down to 
Richmond again on Thursday. I’ll pick you up at Foch — 
two o’clock as before.” 

And she said: “Yes.” 



CHAPTER VI 


Clare Cherrell's wedding, in Hiinovet Square, was 
‘fashionable’ and would occupy with a list of names a 
quarter of a column in the traditional prints. As Dinny 
said: 

“So delightful for them!” 

With her father and mother Clare came to i\ fount 
Street from Condaford overnight. Busy with her younger 
sister to the last, and feeling an emotion humorously 
disguised, Dinny arrived with Lady Cherrcll at the Church 
not long before the bride. She lingered to speak to an old 
retainer at the bottom of the aisle, and cauglit siglit of 
Wilfrid. He was on the bride’s side, far l.)ack, g.i2:ifig at her. 
She gave him a swift smile, then passed up the aisle to join 
her mother in the left front pew. Midiacl whisjiwrcd as she 
went by: 

“People bave rolled up, haven’t they?” 

They had. Clare was well known and popular, Jerry 
Corven even better Icnown, if not so popular. Dinny 
looked round at the “audience”— one could never credit a 
wedding with the word congregation, i nx*gular and witli a 
good deal of character, their faces refused g^cncralisation. 
They looked like people with convictions and views of 
their own. The men conformed to no particular type, 
having none of that depressing sameness which used to 
characterise the German officer caste. With hcrsclfand iier 
mother in the front pew were llul)crt anti Jean, Ihiclc 
Lawrence and Aunt Em; in the pew i)chind sat Atirian with 
Diana, Mrs. Plikry, and Lady Alison. Dinny c.iught sight 
of Jack Musldbam at the end of two or three n >ws hack, Lill, 
well-dressed, rather bored-lookitig. He notidcti to her, imd 
she thought: Odd, his remembering me! 

4Z 
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On the Corven side of the aisle were people of quite as 
much diversity of face and figure. Except Jack Muskham, 
the bridegroom, and his best man, hardly a man gave the 
impression of being well-dressed or of having thought 
about his clothes. But from their faces Dinny received the 
impression that they were all safe in the acceptance of a 
certain creed. Not one gave her the same feeling that 
Wilfrid's face brought of spiritual struggle and dis- 
harmony, of dreaming, suffering, and discovery. Tm 
fanciful,' she thought. And her eyes came to rest on 
Adrian, who was just behind her. He was smiling quietly 
above that goatee beard of his, which lengthened his thin 
brown visage. ‘He has a dear, face,' she thought, ‘not 
conceited, like the men who wear those pointed beards as a 
rule. He always will be the nicest man in the world.' And 
she whispered: “Fine collection of bones here. Uncle." 

“I should like your skeleton, Dinny." 

“I mean to be burned and scattered. H'sshI" 

The choir was coming in, followed by the officiating 
priests. Jerry Corven turned. Those lips smiling like a 
cat's beneath that thin-cut moustache, those hardwood 
features and daring, searching eyes! Dinny thought with 
sudden dismay; ‘How could Clare! But after ail I’d think 
the same of any face but one, just now. I'm going potty.' 
Then Clare came swaying up the aisle on her father's arm! 
‘Looking a treat! Bless her!' A gush of emotion caught 
Dinny by the throat, and she slipped her hand into her 
mother's. Poor mother! She was awfully pale! Really the 
whole thing was stupid! People mu/d make it long and 
trying and emotional. Thank goodness Dad's old black 
tail-coat really looked quite decent — she had taken out 
the stains with ammonia; and he stood as she had seen 
him when reviewing troops. If Uncle Hilary happened 
to have a button wrong. Dad would notice it. Only there 
wouldn’t be any buttons. She longed fervently to be 
beside Wilfrid away at the back. He would have nice 
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unorthodox thoughts, and they would soothe each other 
with private smiles. 

Now the bridesmaids! Hilary’s two girls, her cousins 
Monica and Joan, slender and keen, Little Celia Moriston, 
fair as a seraph (if that was female), Sheila Ferse, dark and 
brilliant; and toddly little Anne— a perfect dumpling! 

Once on her knees, Dinny quietened clown. She 
remembered how they used to kneel, night-gowned, against 
their beds, when Clare was a tiny of three and she herself a 
‘big girl’ of six. She used to hang on to the bed-edge by the 
chin so as to save the knees; and how ducky Clare had 
looked when she held her hands up like the child in the 
Reynolds picture! ‘That man,’ thought Dinny, ‘will hurt 
her! I know he will!’ Her thoughts turned again to 
Michael’s wedding all those ten years ago. There she had 
stood, not three yards from where she was kneeling now, 
alongside a girl she didn’t know — some relative of Fleur’s. 
And her eyes, taking in this and that witii (he fluttered 
eagerness of youth, had lighted on Wilfrid standing 
sideways, keeping watch on Michael. Pot.)r Michael! He 
had seemed rather daft that day, from excessive triumphl 
She could remember quite distinctly thinking: ‘iMichacl 
and his lost angell’ There had been in Wilfrid’s fice 
something which suggested that he had i)een cast out of 
happiness, a scornful and yet yearning look, 'fhat was 
only two years after the Armistice, and she knew now 
what utter disillusionment and sense of wrc*i*kag,c he had 
suiffered after the war. lie had been talking tt > iicr freely the 
last two days; had even dwelled with hutnon>us <*natcnipt 
on his infatuation for Fleur eighteen months aftt-r that 
marriage which had sent him flying off to the liast. 
Dinny, but ten when the war broke out, remembered it 
chiefly as meaning that mother had been unxiems aliout 
father, had knitted all the time, and txten a sort of sock 
depot; that everybody hated the Germans; that she had 
been forbidden sweets because they were made with 
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saccharine, and finally the excitement and grief when 
Hubert went off to the war and letters from him didn’t 
often come. From Wilfrid these last few days she had 
gathered more clearly and poignantly than ever yet what 
the war had meant to some who, like Michael and himself, 
had been in the thick of it for years. With his gift of 
expression he had made her feel the tearing away of 
roots, the hopeless change of values, and the gradual 
profound mistrust of all that age and tradition had decreed 
and sanctified. He had got over the war now, he said. He 
might think so, but there were in him still torn odds and 
ends of nerves not yet mended up. She never saw him with- 
out wanting to pass a cool hand over his forehead. 

The ring was on now, the fateful words said, the 
exhortations over; they were going to the vestry. Her 
mother and Hubert followed. Dinny sat motionless, her 
eyes fixed on the East window. Marriage! What an 
impossible state, except — ^with a single being. 

A voice in her ear said: 

‘"Lend me your hanky, Dinny. Mine’s soakin’, and your 
uncle’s is blue.” 

Dinny passed her a scrap of lawn, and surreptitiously 
powdered her own nose. 

“Be done at Condaford, Dinny,” continued her aunt. 
“All these people — so fatiguin’, rememberin’ who they 
aren’t. That was his mother, wasn’t it? She isn’t dead, 
then.” 

Dinny was thinking: ‘Shall I get another look at 
Wilfrid?’ 

“When I was married everybody kissed me,” whispered 
her aunt, “so promiscuous. I knew a girl who married to 
get kissed by his best man. Aggie Tellusson. I wonder. 
They’re cornin’ back!” 

Yes! How well Dinny knew that bride’s smilel How 
could Clare feel it, not married to Wilfrid! She fell in 
behind her father and mother, alongside Hubert, who 
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whispered: ‘‘Buck up, old girl, it muiht he a !iV)t -wevrse!’* 
Divided from him by a secret tint ulr^ulutl hr*r utterly, 
Dinny squeezed his arm. And, even a*. ?.!u’ dtd 's saw 
Wilfrid, with his arms folded, looking at lier. .\.eiin she 

gave him a swift smile, ami then ail w.i^^ hu:l\ l<u:e, till ^;hc 

was back at Mount Street and Aunt lim rayinit t - » ncr, just 
within the drawing-room door: 

‘‘Stand by me, Dinny, and pinch me in 

Then came the entry of the gtu'sfs and 1 iT aunt's 

running commentary. 

“It A his mother— ki ['•pc ret! * Here's 11cm f'em 'as vrtlil 
, . . Hen, Wilmefs here, shekn got a Inane lo pah. . , » 
How d’you do? Yes, ivsn’tdt-'-'-st') . • . ih cA" tl'yim 
do? The ring was so well done, don't you fhr.ilvr' C Vuv 
jurersi . . . Dinny, who's tliis? . , . IhaA do v«hi 

Lovelyl No! CherrclL Not as it's spcUcil, ycru lvie,)\v^' -uvo 

awkward! * . • The presents arc tn'cr there Ip" ihe triaa 
with the boots, tryin’ not to. Silly, I thmk! iMii tlicy 
will. . . . How d'ye>u do? Y'Oii uff j.ud. Mmdd:i.u'u? 
Lawrence dtxaimcd the other niglit yon v. mw gfua' to 
burst. . . . Dinny, get me Meur, she Jui*..tvv;* c\'erv* 
body/' 

Dinny went in seardi of Fkur and loufiii her mlldng to 

the bridegroom. 

As they went back to the dttor hirtn ‘.A'du *i "niw 
Wilfrid Desert in the church. I low dit! he i • iUic dicrc:*” 
Really Fleur was too sharp for an\ thine! 

, “Here you arc!” said Duly Mont. ‘A\ hii h » r dio r ihuv 
cominHs the Duchess? The scraggy t me. dud . . . IImw 
d'you do? Yes, clmrminh Such a fjoie, wtddud I Mrur, 
take the Duchess to have some pu- rfu . . Ilnw 
d'you do? No, my brother Hilary. He ttin/. n eft 

you think? Lawrence says he keeps ln\ e*,e m!i rlu* iuil!. 
Do have an ke, they're dowmtairs. . . . I hum, ilm 
one after the presents, d'you think?- >• C ih! ! I ilh uu d* », 
Lord Beevenham? My sistcr-in4aw tniglii lo !r duiid iIuh. 
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She ratted. Jerry’s in there. . . . Dinny, who was it 
said: "The drink, the drinkP Hamlet? He said such a lot. 
Not Hamlet? . . . OhI How d’you do? , . . How d’yon 
do? . . . How d’you do, or don’t you? Such a crushi , . . 
Dinny, your hanky!” 

‘TVe put some powder on it. Auntie.” 

"^There! Have I streaked? , . . How d’you do? Isn’t it 
silly, the whole thing? As if they wanted anybody but 
themselves, you know. . . . Oh! Here’s Adrian! Your 
tie’s on one side, dear. Dinny, put it right. How d’you do? 
Yes, they are. I don’t like flowers at funerals — ^poor 
things, lyin’ there, and dyin’. . . . How’s your dear dog? 
You haven’t one? Quite! . . • Dinny, you ought to have 
pinched me. . . . How d’you do? How d’you do? I was 
tellin’ my niece she ought to pinch me. Do you get faces 
right? No. How nice! How d’you do? How d’you do? 
How d’you do? . . . That’s three! Dinny, who’s the 
throw-back just cornin’? Oh! . . . How d’you do? So 
you got here? I thought you were in China. . . . Dinny, 
remind me to ask your uncle if it was China. He gave me 
such a dirty look. Could I give the rest a miss? Who is it’s 
always sayin’ that? Tell Blore ‘the drink,’ Dinny. Here’s a 
covey! . . . How d’you do? . . . How de do? . . . How 
do? . . . Do! . . . Do! . . . How? ... So sweet! . . . ' 
Dinny, I want to say: Blast!” 

On her errand to Blore Dinny passed Jean talking to 
Michael, and wondered how anyone so vivid and brown 
had patience to stand about in this crowd. Having found 
Blore, she came back. Michael’s queer face, which she 
thought gtew pleasanter every year, as if from the deepen- 
ing impress of good feeling, looked strained and unhappy. 

“I don’t believe it, Jean,” she heard him say. 

“Well,” said Jean, “the bazaars do buzz with rumour. 
Still, without fire of some sort there’s never smoke.” 

“Oh! yes, there is-—plejtity. He’s back in England, any-^ 
way* Fleur saw him in the church to-d^y. I shall ask him.” 
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‘1 wouldn’t,” said Jean: 'If it’s true he’ll probably tell 
you, and if it isn’t, it’ll only worry him for nothing.” 

Sol They were talking of Wilfrid. How find out why 
without appearing to take interest? And suddenly she 
thought: 'Even if I could, I wouldn’t. Anything that 
matters he must tell me himself. I won’t hear it from any- 
one else.’ But she felt disturbed, for instinct was always 
warning her of something heavy and strange on his 
mind. 

When that long holocaust of sincerity was over and the 
bride had gone, she subsided into a chair in lict uncle’s 
study, the only room which showed no signs of trouble. 
Her father and mother had started back to Condaford, 
surprised that she wasn’t coming too. It was not like her 
to cling to London when the tulips were out at lumie, the 
lilacs coming on, the apple blossom thickening every day. 
But the thought of not seeing Wilfrid daily had i)ccome a 
positive pain. 

'I have got it badly,’ she thought, 'worse tlRin I ever 
believed was possible. Whatever is going to liappen to 
me?’ 

She was lying back with her eyes closed when her 
uncle’s voice said: 

"Ahl Dinny, how pleasant after those hosts of Midian! 
The mandarin in full feather! Did you know a <|uartet of 
them? Why do people go to weddings? A regist rar’s, or 
under the stars, there’s no other way of preserving decency. 
Your poor aunt has gone to bed. There’s a h t( > be said for 
Mohammedanism, except that it’s the fashion now to limit 
it to one wife, and she not in Purdah. By the way, there’s a 
story going round that young Desert’s become a Moslem. 
Did he say anything to you about it?” 

Dinny raised her startled head. 

"I’ve only twice known it happen to fcllow.s in the East, 
and they were Frenchmen and wanted harems.” 

"Money’s the only essential for that, Uncle,” 
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“Dinny, you’re getting cyaicaL Men like to have the 
sanction of religion. But that wouldn’t be Desert’s 
reason; a fastidious creature, if I remember.” 

‘"Does religion matter, Uncle, so long as people don’t 
interfere with each other?” 

“Well, some Moslems’ notions of woman’s rights are a 
little primitive. He’s liable to wall her up if she’s unfaithful. 
There was a sheikh when I was in Marakesh — ^gruesome.” 

Pinny shuddered. 

“ ‘From time immemorial,’ as they say,” went on Sir 
Lawrence, ‘"religion has been guilty of the most horrifying 
deeds that have happened on this earth. I wonder if young 
Desert has taken up with it to get him access to Mecca. I 
shouldn’t think he believes anything. But you never 
know — ^it’s a queer family.” 

p inn y thought: T Can’t and won’t talk about him.’ 

“What proportion of people in these days do you think 
really have religion, Uncle?” 

“In northern countries? Very difficult to say. In this 
country ten to fifteen per cent of the adults, perhaps. In 
France and southern countries, where there’s a peasantry, 
more, at least on the surface,” 

“What about the people who came this afternoon?” 

“Most of them would be shocked if you said they 
weren’t Christians, and most of them would be still more 
shocked if you asked them to give half their goods to the 
poor, and that would only make them well disposed 
Pharisees, or was it Sadducees?” 

“Are you a Christian, Uncle Lawrence?” 

“No, my dear; if anything a Confucian, who, as you 
know, was simply an ethical philosopher. Most of our 
caste in this country, if they only knew it, are Confucian 
rather than Christian. Belief in ancestors, and tradition, 
respect for parents, honesty, moderation of conduct, kind 
treatment of animals and dependents, absence of self- 
obtrusion, and stoicism in face of pain and death.” 
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*‘What more,” murmured Dinny, wrinkling her nose, 
‘^oes one want except the love of beauty?” 

^'Beauty? That’s a matter of temperament.” 

‘‘But doesn’t it divide people more than anything?” 

“Yes, but willy nilly. You can’t make yourself love a 
sunset.” 

“ ‘You are wise. Uncle Lawrence, the young niece said.’ 
I shall go for a walk and shake the wedding-cake down.” 

“And I shall stay here, Dinny, and sleep the champagne 
off.” 

Dinny walked and walked. It seemed an odd thing to be 
doing alone. But the flowers in the Park were pleasing, and 
the waters of the Serpentine shone and were still, and the 
chestnut trees were coming alight. And she let Iterself go 
on her mood, and her mood was of love. 



CHAPTER Vn 


Looking back on that second afternoon in Richmond Park, 
Dinny never knew whether she had betrayed herself 
before he said so abruptly: 

‘Tf you believe in it, Dinny, will you marry me?'^ 

It had so taken her breath away that she sat growing 
paler and paler, then colour came to her face with a rush. 

wondering why you ask me. You know nothing of 
me. 

“You^re like the East. One loves it at first sight, or not 
at all, and one never knows it any better.” 

Dinny shook her head: ^^Ohl I am not mysterious.” 

‘T should never get to the end of you; no more than of 
one of those figures over the staircase in the Louvre. 
Please answer me, Dinny.” 

She put her hand in his, nodded, and said: ^‘That must 
be a record.” 

At once his lips were on hers, and when they left her lips 
she fainted. 

This was without exception the most singular action of 
her life so far, and, coming to almost at once, she said so. 

‘Tt’s the sweetest thing you could have done.” 

If she had thought his face strange before, what was it 
now? The lips, generally contemptuous, were parted and 
quivering, the eyes, fixed on her, glowed; he put up his 
hand and thrust back his hair, so that she noticed for the 
first time a scar at the top of his forehead. Sun, moon, 
stars, and all the works of God stood still while they were 
looking each into the other’s face. 

At last she said: ' * , 

“The whole thing is most irregulat. There’s been; 
courtship; not even a sedpction.”^ ' 
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He laughed and put his arm around her. Dinny 
■whispered: 

“ ‘Thus the two young people sat wrapped in their 
beatitude.’ My poor motherl” 

“Is she a nice woman?” 

“A darling. Luckily she’s fond of hither.” 

“What is your father like?” 

“The nicest General I know.” 

“Mine is a hermit. You won’t have to realise him. My 
brother is an ass. My mother ran away wlien I was three, 
and I have no sisters. It’s going to be hard i:V)r you, with a 
nomadic, unsatisfactory brute like me.’’ 

“ ‘Where thou goest, I go.’ We seem to be visil>le to 
that old gentleman over there. He’ll write to the [vipers 
about the awful sights to be seen in Ricluuond Park.” 

“Never mind!” 

“I don’t. There’s only one first hour. And i was 
beginning to think I should never have it.” 

“Never been in love?” 

She shook her head. 

“How wonderful! When shall it be, Dinny?” 

“Don’t you think our fiimilies ought first to know?” 

“I suppose so. They won’t want you to marry me.” 

“Certainly you are my social superior, young sir.” 

“One can’t be superior to a fiiraily that g,oes hack to the 
twelfth century. We only go back to the iourteenth. A 
wanderer and a writer of bitter verse. I’hcy’ll ktnnv I shall 
want to cart you off to the East. Besides, J only h.ive 
fifteen hundred a year, and practically no cK[H*ct.it ions.” 

“Fifteen hundred a year! Father may Ijc aide to s[)are 
me two — he’s doing it for Clare,” 

■' '“Well, thank God there’ll be no obstacle your 

fortune.” 

■ Dinny turned to him, and there was a. couddng con- 
fidence in her eyes. 

“Wilfrid, I heard something about your having turned 



FLOWERING WILDERNESS 


53 


Moslem. That wouldn’t matter to me.” 

^Tt would matter to them.” 

His face had become drawn and dark. She clasped his 
hand tight in both of hers. 

“Was that poem ‘The Leopard’ about yourself?” 

He tried to draw his hand away. 

“Was it?” 

“Yes. Out in Darfur. Fanatical Arabs. I recanted to 
save my skin. Now you can chuck me.” Exerting all her 
strength, Dinny pulled his hand to her heart. 

“What you did or didn’t do is nothing. You are you!" 
To her chsmay and yet relief, he fell on his knees and buried 
his face in her lap. 

Darling! she said. Protective tenderness almost 
annulled the wilder, sweeter feeling in her. 

“Does anyone know of that but me?” 

“It’s known in the bazaars that I’ve turned Moslem, but 
it’s supposed of my free will.” 

“I know there are things you would die for, Wilfrid, 
and that’s enough. Kiss me!” 

The afternoon drew on while they sat there. The 
shadows of the oak trees splayed up to their log; the crisp 
edge of the sunlight receded over the young fern; some deer 
passed, moving slowly towards water. The sky, of a rl^^ar 
bright blue, with white promising clouds, began to have 
the evening look; a sappy scent of fern fronds and horse 
chestnut bloom crept in slow whiffs; and dew began to fall. 
The sane and heavy air, the grass so green, the blue 
distance, the branching, ungraceful soUdity of the oak trees, 
made a trysting hour as English as lovers ever loved in. 

“I shall break into cockney if we sit here much longer,” 
said Dinny, at last; “besides, dear heart, ‘fast falls the 
dewy eve.’ ”... 

Late that evening in the drawing-room at Mount Street 
her aunt said suddenly: 

“Lawrence, look at Diimyl Dinny, you’re in love.” 
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'Ton take me flat aback. Aunt Eni. I am/" 

‘‘Who is it?"" 

“Wilfrid Desert/" 

“I used to tell Michael that young man would get Into 
trouble. Does he love you too?"" 

“He is good enough to say so."" 

“OhI dear. 1 2^'/// have some lemonade. \Kliich of you 
ptoposed?’" 

“As a fact, he did.” 

“His brother has no issue, they say/" 

“For heaven"s sake, Aunt Em!"" 

“Why not? Kiss me!"" 

But Dinny was regarding her uncle across licr aunt’s 
shoulder. He had said nothing. 

Later, he stopped her as she was followinit ‘>ni. 

“Are your eyes open, Dinny?” 

“Yes, this is the ninth day."" 

“I won’t come the heavy uncle; but you Icnow the 
drawbacks?” 

“His religion; Fleur; the East? What else?” 

Sir Lawrence shrugged his thin shoulders. 

“That business with Fleur sticks in inv gi;^./!a.rd, as old 
Forsyte would have said. One wlu) could do that to the 
men he has led to the altar car/t have much sense of 
loyalty."" 

Colour rose in her cheeks, 

“Don’t be angry, my dear, we’re ail t* >0 nui < }a:)u/" 

“lie’s been quite frank about everytiiing, i ncle/" 

Sir Lawrence sighed. 

“Then there’s no more to be sai<l, I suppr»sc. Init I beg 
you to look forward before it’s irrevocable, d’herc’s a 
species of china which it’s almost inipossii>lc to mend. 
And I think you’re made of it.” 

Dinny smiled and went up to her room, and instantly 
she began to look back. 

The difliculty of imagining the physical inUi^Jcation of 
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love was gone. To open one’s soul to another seemed no 
longer impossible. Love stories she had read, love afiEairs 
she had watched, all seemed savourless compared with her 
own. And she had only known him nine days, except for 
that glimpse ten years ago! Had she had what was called a 
complex aU this time? Or was love always sudden like 
this? A wild flower seeding on a wild wind? 

Long she sat half dressed, her hands clasped between her 
knees, her head drooping, steeped in the narcotic of 
remembrance, and with a strange feeling that all the lovers 
in the world were sitting within her on that bed bought at 
Pullbred’s in the Tottenham Court Road. 



CHAPTER Vni 


CONDAFORD resented this business of love, and was, with 
a fine rain, as if sorrowing for the loss of its two daughters, 

Dinny found her father and mother elaborately hnaking 
no bones’ over the loss of Clare, and only hoped they 
would continue the motion in her own case. Feeling, as she 
said, 'very towny/ she prepared for the ordeal of dis- 
closure by water-proofing herself and going for a tramp. 
Hubert and Jean were expected in time for dinner, and she 
wished to kill all her birds with one stone. The rain on her 
face, the sappy fragrance, the call of the cuckoos, and that 
state of tree when each has leaves in different stage of 
opening, freshened her body but brought a little ache to her 
heart. Entering a covert, she walked along a ride. The 
trees were beech and ash, with here and there an English 
yew, the soil being chalky. A woodpecker’s constant tap 
was the only sound, for the rain was not yet heavy enough 
for leaf-dripping to have started. Since babyhood she had 
been abroad but three times — to Italy, to Paris, to the 
Pyrenees, and had always come home more in love with 
England and Condaford than ever. Henceforth her path 
would lie she knew not where; there would, no doubt, be 
sand, fig-trees, figures by wells, flat roofs, voices calling the 
Muezzin, eyes looking through veils. But surely Wilfrid 
would feel the charm of Condaford and not mind if they 
spent time there now and then. liis father lived in a show 
place, half shut up and never shown, which gave everyone 
the blues. And that, apart from London and Eton, was all 
he seemed to know of England, for he had been four years 
away in the war and eight years away in the East. 

Tor me to discover England to him,’ she thought; Tor 
him to discover the East to me/ 

56 
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A gale of last November had brought down some beech 
trees. Looking at their wide flat roots exposed, Dinny 
remembered Fleur saying that selling timber was the only 
way to meet death duties. But Dad was only sixty-twol 
Jean’s cheeks the night of their arrival, when Aunt Em 
quoted the 'multiply exceedingly.’ A child coming! 
Surely a son. Jean was the sort to have sons. Another 
generation of Cherrells in direct line! If Wilfrid and she 
had a child! What then? One could not wander about 
.with babes. A tremor of insecurity went through her. 
The future, how uncharted! A squirrel crossed close to 
her still figure and scampered up a trunk. Smiling, she 
watched it, lithe, red, bushy-tailed. Thank God, Wilfrid 
cared for animals! ‘When to God’s fondouk the donkeys 
are taken.’ Condaford, its bird life, woods and streams, 
mullions, magnolias, fantails, pastures green, surely he 
would like it! But her father and mother, Hubert and 
_ Jean; would he like them? Would they like him? They 
would not — ^too unshackled, too fitful, and too bitter; aU 
that was best in him he hid away, as if ashamed of it; and 
his yearning for beauty they would not understand! And 
his change of religion, even though they would not know 
what he had told her, would seem to them strange and 
disconcerting! 

Condaford Grange had neither butler nor electric light, 
and Dinny chose the moment when the maids had set 
decanters and dessert on the polished chestnut wood, lit 
by candles. 

“Sorry to be personal,” she said, quite suddenly; “but 
I’m engaged.” 

No one answered. Each of those four was accustomed 
to say and think— not always the same thing — that P inn y 
was the ideal person to marry, so none was happier for 
the thought that she was going to be married. Then 
Jean said: 

“To whom, Dinny?” 


E 
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‘‘Wilfrid Desert, the second son of Lord ,M'iilly’orv»-he 
was MichaeFs best mand’ 

“Oh! but r' 

Dinny was looking hard at the otluT \ \uvc, I frr tai Iicr’s 
face was impassive, as was naturah tor iu* ilai urn ktu)\v 
the young man from Adam; her motiu’r'’^ tyiitlv k-aturcs 
wore a fluttered and enquiring look; HiilH-ifs an air as 
if he were biting back vexat ion. 

Then Lady Chcrrell said: "But, Dinny, wiicri did you 
meet him?” 

“Only ten days ago, but Lve seen hitn rvorv d.iy since. 

Tm afraid ids a first-sight case like xuoo;, Hulvo. We 
remembered each other from Alich.uLs uiddmod' 

Hubert looked at his plate. kn. ov lu, ' . becinne a 

Moslem, or so they say in KhartoumD 

Dinny nodded. 

“What!” said the General 

“That’s the story, sir.” 

“Why?” 

“I don’t know, Fve never seen Inin, lie’s 1*0^1 a lot 
about in the East.” 

On the point of saying: ‘One inighf just .e. well Ire 
Mosslem as Christian, if one’s tan a lieiuorid Dinny 
stopped. It was scarcely a testimonial to char.n fer. 

“I can’t understand a man dutiging hin rriignni,” said 
the General bluntly. 

“There doesn’t seem to Ik much cmlmMaMn,” mur- 
mured Dinny. 

“My dear, how can there be when we if »n‘f km -iw him?” 

“No, of course, Mother. May 1 a'4 Inm ilown? lie 
can support a wife; and Aunt Em says Ids Imuhrr has no 
issue,” 

“Dinnyl” said the General 

“I’m not serious, darling.” 

“What is serious,” said liuherr, “is that he seems to be 
a sort of Bedouin-— always wandering alH4ifd‘ 
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^'Two can wander about, Hubert.” 

“You’ve always said you hate to be away from 
Condaford.” 

“I remember when you said you couldn’t see anything 
in marriage, Hubert. And I’m sure both you and Father 
said that at one time. Mother. Have any of you said it 
since?” 

“Cat!” 

With that simple word Jean closed the scene. 

But at bedtime in her mother’s room, Dinny said: 

“May I ask Wilfrid down, then?” 

“Of course, when you like. We shall be only too 
anxious to see him.” 

“I know it’s a shock. Mother, coming so soon after 
Clare; still, you did expect me to go some time.” 

Lady Cherrell sighed: '1 suppose so.” 

“I forgot to say that he’s a poet, a real one.” 

“A poet?” repeated her mother, as if this had put the 
finishing touch to her disquiet. 

“There are quite a lot in Westminster Abbey. But don’t 
worry, heHl never be there.” 

“Difference in religion is serious, Dinny, especially 
when it comes to children.” 

“Why, Mother? No child has any religion worth 
speaking of till it’s grown up, and then it can choose for 
itself. Besides, by the time my children, if I have any, are 
erown up, the question will be academic.” 

“Dinnyl” 

“It’s nearly so even now, except in ultra-religious 
circles. Ordinary people’s religion becomes more and 
more just ethical.” 

“I don’t know enough about it to say, and I don’t think 
you do.” 

“Mother, dear, stroke my head.” 

“OhI Dinny, I do hope you’ve chosen wisely.” 

“Darling, it chose me.” 
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That she perceived was not the way to reassure her 
mother, but as she did not kxiow one, she took her good- 
night kiss and went away. 

In her room she sat down and wrote: 

“'Condaford Grange: Fi'iday. 

‘‘Darling, 

“This is positively and a]>solutcIy my iirst love-letter, 
so you see I don't know how to express niysclh I tliink I 
will just say T love you’ and leave it at that . i have spread 
the good tidings. They have, of course, Ivii vwryone 
guessing, and anxious to sec you as sooii as p.)ssil)le. 
When will you come? Once you are licre the wlmlc thing 
will seem to me less like a very real and very hn eh* d ream. 
This is quite a simple place. Whether we should live in 
style if we could, I can’t say. But three maids, a gr()oin- 
chauffeur, and two gardeners arc all our stall. 1 lielicve 
you will like my mother, and I don’t believe you will get 
on very well with my father or brother, tliour^h I expect 
his wife Jean will tickle your poetic fancy, side’s such a 
vivid creature. Condaferd itself Fm sure you*! I love. It 
has the real ‘old’ feeling. We can go riding; and i want 
to walk and talk with you and sh<nv you my pel n< x d.s and 
corners. I hope the sun will shine, as ytm h >ve it » much. 
For me almost any sort of day diK*s dowtt here; and abso- 
lutely any will do if I can he with yt>n. 'Hie ri»oni you 
will have is away by itself and supentafurally quiet; ytni 
go up to it by five twisty steps, aiui it*s callcil the priest’s 
room, because Anthony Charwcll, Imahcr af flic Culhcrt 
who owned Condaford under Idii^ahcth, was walled up 
there and fed from a basket let down nightly to lus 
window. He was a conspicuous thiludu' priest, and 
Gilbert was a Protestant, but he put Ids brother hrst, as 
any decent body would. Wlieti lic\i been there three 
months they took the wall down one night, am! got him 
across country all the way south to the Ikanheu iher and 
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^aboard tbe lugger/ The wall was put up again to save 
appearances and only done away with by my great- 
grandfather, who was the last of us to have any money 
to speak of. It seemed to prey on his nerves, so he got 
rid of it. They still speak of him in the village, probably 
because he drove four-in-hand. There’s a bath-room at 
the bottom of the twisty steps. The window was en- 
larged, of course, and the view’s jolly from it, especially 
now, at lilac and apple-blossom time. My own room, 
if it interests you to know, is somewhat cloistral and 
narrow, but it looks straight over the lawns to the hill- 
rise and the woods beyond. I’ve had it ever since I was 
seven, and I wouldn’t change for anything, until you’re 
making me 

"brooches and toys for my delight 
Of birds’ song at morning and starshine at night.* 

I almost think that little "Stevenson’ is my favourite 
poem; so you see, in spite of my homing tendency, I 
must have a streak of the wanderer in me. Dad, by 
the way, has a great feeling for Nature, likes beasts and 
birds and trees. I think most soldiers do — ^it’s rather 
odd. But, of course, their love is on the precise and 
knowledgeable rather than the aesthetic side. Any 
dreaminess they inchne to look on as "a bit barmy.’ I 
have been wondering whether to put my copies of 
your poems under their noses. On the whole I don’t 
think; they might take you too seriously. There is 
always something about a person more ingratiating 
than his writings. I don’t expect to sleep much to-night, 
for this is the first day that I haven’t seen you since the 
world began. Good-night, my dear, be blessed and take 
my kiss. 

Your Dinny. 

"T.S.^I have looked you out the photo where I 
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approximate most to the angels, <>r rather where my 
nose turns up least— to semi to-inorruw. In the mean- 
time here are two snaps. And when, sir, d.. 1 get some 

ofyo«? .,i,„ 

And that was the end of this to her t;tr from periect 

day. 



CHAPTER IX 


Sir Lawrence Mont, recently elected to Burton’s Club 
whereon he had resigned from the Aeroplane, retaining 
besides only ‘Snooks’ (so-called), The Coffee House and 
the Parthenseum, was accustomed to remark that, allowing 
himself another ten years of life, it would cost him twelve 
shillings and sixpence every time he went into any of 
them. 

Pie entered Burton’s, however, on the afternoon after 
Dinny had told him of her engagement, took up a list of 
the members, and turned to D. ‘Plon. Wilfrid Desert.’ 
Quite natural, seeing the Club’s pretension to the monopoly 
of travellers. “Does Mr. Desert ever come in here?” he 
said to the porter. 

“Yes, Sir Lawrence, he’s been in this last week; before 
that I don’t remember him for years.” 

“Usually abroad. When does he come in as a rule?” 

“For dinner, mostly, Sir Lawrence.” 

“I see. Is Mr. Muskham in?” 

The porter shook his head. “Newmarket to-day. Sir 
Lawrence.” 

“OhI Ah! Plow on earth you remember everything!” 

“Matter of ’abit. Sir Lawrence.” 

“Wish I had it.” Flanging up his hat, he stood for a 
moment before the tape in the hall. Unemployment and 
taxation going up all the time, and more money to spend 
on cars and sports than ever. A pretty little problem! He 
then sought the Library as the room where he was least 
likely to see anybody; and the first body he saw was that 
of Jack Muskham, who was talking, in a voice hushed to 
the level of the locality, to a thin dark little man in a 
corner.; 
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'That/ thought Sir Lawrence, cryptically, 'explains to 
me why I never find a lost collar-stud. My friend the 
porter was so certain Jack would be at Newmarket, and 
not under that chest of drawers, that he took him for 
someone else when he came in.’ 

Reaching down a volume of Burton’s Arabian Nigbfs, 
he. rang for tea. He was attending to neither when the 
two in the corner rose and came up to him. 

"Don’t get up, Lawrence,” said Jack Muskham with 
some languor; "Telfourd Yule, my cousin Sir Lawrence 
Mont.” 

"I’ve read thrillers of yours, Mr. Yiilc,” said Sir 
Lawrence, and thought: 'Queer-looking little ciissr 

The thin, dark, smallish man, with a face rather like a 
monkey’s, grinned. "Truth whips fiction out of the field,” 
he said. 

"Yule,” said Jack Muskham, with his air of superiority 
to space and time, "has been out in Arabia, going into the 
question of how to corkscrew a really purc-strain Arab 
mare or two out of them for use here. It’s always baffled 
us, you know. Stallions, yes; mares never. It’s much the 
same now in Nejd as when Palgrave wrote. Still, we think 
we’ve got a rise. The owner of the best strain w'ants an 
aeroplane, and if we throw in a billiard table we believe 
he’ll part with at least one daughter of the sun.” 

"Good God!” said Sir Lawrence. "By what base means? 
We’re all Jesuits, Jack!” 

"Yule has seen some queer things out there. By the 
way, there’s one I want to talk about. May we sit down?” 

He stretched his long body out in a long chair, and the 
dark little man perched himself on another, with his black 
twinkling eyes fixed on Sir Lawrence, who had come to 
uneasy attention without knowing why, 

"When,” said Jack Muskham, "Yule here wzs in the 
Arabian desert, he heard a vague yam among some 
Bedouins about an Englishman having been held up 
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somewhere by Arabs and forced to become a Moslem. 
He had rather a row with them, saying no Englishman 
would do that. But when he was back in Egypt he went 
flying into the Libyan desert, met another lot of Bedouins 
coming from the south, and came on precisely the same 
yarn, only more detailed, because they said it happened 
in Darfur, and they even had the man’s name — Desert. 
Then, when he was up in Khartoum, Yule found it was 
common talk that young Desert had changed his religion* 
Naturally he put two and two together. But there’s all 
the difference in the world, of course, between voluntarily 
swapping religions and doing it at the pistol’s point. An 
Englishman who does that lets down the lot of us.” 

Sir Lawrence, who during this recital had tried every 
motion for liis monocle with which he was acquainted, 
dropped it and said: “But, my dear Jack, if a man is rash 
enough to become a Mohammedan in a Mohammedan 
country, do you suppose for a minute that gossip won’t 
say he was forced to?” 

Yule, who had wriggled on to the very verge of his 
chair, said: 

“J thought that; but the second account was extremely 
positive. Even to the month and the name of the Sheikh 
who forced the recantation; and I found that Mr. Desert 
had in fact returned from Darfur soon after the month 
mentioned. There may be nothing in it; but whether there 
is or not, I needn’t tell you that an undenied story of that 
kind grows by tellings and does a lot of harm, not only to 
the man himself, but to our prestige. There seems to me 
a sort of obligation on one to let Mr. Desert know what 
the Bedawi are spreading about him.” 

“Well, he’s over here,” said Sir Lawrence, gravely. 

“I know,” said Jack Muskham, “I saw him the other 
day, and he’s a member of this Qub.” 

Through Sir Lawrence were passing waves of infinite 
dismay. What a, sequel to Dinny’s ilLstarred announce- 
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mentl To his ironic, detached personality, capricious in 
its lildngs, Dinny was precious. She embroidered in a 
queer way his plain-washed feelings about women; as a 
young man he might even have been in love with her, 
instead of being merely her uncle by marriage. During 
this silence he was fully conscious that lx:)th the other two 
were thoroughly uncomfortable. And the knowledge of 
their disquiet deepened the significance of the matter in 
an odd way. 

At last he said: ‘'Desert was my boy’s best man. Fd like 
to talk to Michael about it, Jack. Mr. Yule will say 
nothing further at present, I hope.” 

“Not on your life,” said Yule. “I hope to God there’s 
nothing in it. I like his verse.” 

“And you, Jack?” 

“I don’t care for the look of him; but Fd refuse to 
believe that of an Englishman till it was plainer than the 
nose on my face, which is saying a good bit. You and I 
must be getting on. Yule, if we’re to catch that train to 
Royston.” 

This speech of Jack Muskham’vS further disturbed Sir 
Lawrence, left alone in his chair. It seemed so entirely to 
preclude leniency of judgment among the ‘pukka sahibs’ 
if the worst were true. 

At last he rose, found a small volume, sat down again 
and turned its pages. The volume was Sir Alfrcai Lyall’s 
Verses Written in India, and lie looked the poem called 
‘Theology in Extremis.’ 

He read it through, restored the volume, and stood rub- 
bing his chin. Written, of course, more than forty years ago, 
and yet doubtful if its sentiments were changed I )y an iota! 
There was that poem, too, l>y Doyle, about tlie (loiporal in 
the Buj[fs who, brought before a Chinese General and told 
to ‘kow-tow’ or die, said: ‘We don’t do that sort of thing 
in the Buffs,’ and died, Weill That was the standard even 
to-day, among people of any caste or with any tradition. 
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The war had thrown up innumerable instances. Could 
young Desert really have betrayed the traditions? It 
seemed improbable. And yet, in spite of his excellent war 
record, might there be a streak of ydlow in him? Or was 
it, rather, that at times a flow revolting bitterness 
carried him on to complete cynicism, so that he floated 
almost for the joy of flouting? 

With a strong mental effort Sir Lawrence tried to place 
himself in a like dilemma. Not being a believer, his 
success was limited to the thought: T should immensely 
dislike being dictated to in such a matter." Aware that 
this was inadequate, he went down to the hall, shut himself 
up in a box, and rang up MichaeFs house. Then, feeling 
that if he lingered in the Club he might run into Desert 
himself, he took a cab to South Square. 

Michael had just come in from the House; they met in 
the hall; and, with the instinct that Fleur, however acute, 
was not a fit person to share this particular consultation. 
Sir Lawrence demanded to be taken to his son’s study. 
He commenced by announcing Dinny’s engagement, 
which Michael heard with as strange a mixture of grati- 
fication anff disquietude as could be seen on human visage. 

“What a little cat, keeping it so darkl” he said. “Fleur 
did say something about her being too limpid just now; 
but I never thought! One’s got so used to Dinny being 
single. To Wilfrid, too? Well, I hope the old son has 
exhausted the East.” 

“There’s this question of his religion,” said Sir Lawrence 
gravely. 

“I don’t know why that should matter much; Dinny’s 
not fervent. But I never thought Wilfrid cared enough to 
change his. It rather staggered me.” 

“There’s a story.” 

When his father had finished, Michael’s ears stood out 
and his face looked haggard. 

“You know him better than anyone,” Sir Lawrence 
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concluded: ^‘What do you think?’’ 

“I hate to say it, but it might be true. It might even 
be natural for him; but no one would ever understand why. 
This is pretty ghastly. Dad, with Dinny involved.'’ 

“Before we fash ourselves, my dear, wc must find out 
if it’s true. Could you go to him?” 

“In old days — easily.” 

Sir Lawrence nodded. ‘Tes, I know all al)out that, but 
it’s a long time ago.” 

Michael smiled faintly. ''1 never ksicw whctlicr yon 
spotted that, but I ratlter thought so. Tve seen wry little 

of Wilfrid since he went Hast, Still. 1 euuld ” He 

stopped, and added: 'Mf it is true, he iuum ha\ e told Dinny. 
He couldn’t ask her to marry him witli that untold.” 

Sir Lawrence shrugged. *‘If yellow in one way, why 
not in the other?” 

“Wilfrid is one of the must perverse. c< vniplcx, unin- 
telligible natures one could come across, d o judge him 
by ordinary standards is a wash-out. But it iic has told 
Dinny, she’ll never tell us.” 

And they stared at each other. 

“Mind you,” said Michael, “there's a streak ot the 
heroic in him. It comes out in the wrtmi; j>laccs. That’s 
why he’s a poet,” 

Sir Lawrence began twisting at an eyebrow, always a 
sign that he had reached decision. 

“The thing’s got to be taced; it’s not in hurnan nature 
for a sleeping dog like that to be allowetl to lie. 1 don’t 
care about young Desert—” 

“I do,” said Michael. 

“It’s Dinny I’m tiunking of.” 

“So am L But there again, Dad, Dinny will do what she 
will do, and you needn’t thittk we can ilcticct her,” 

“It’s one of the most unpleasant ihin|p,” said Sir 
Lawrence slowly, “that i’vc ever come acricss. Well, my 
boy, are you going to see him, or sliall Ir” 



FLOWERING WILDERNESS 69 

‘‘111 do it/’ said Michael, and sigh,ed. 

“Will he tell you the truth?” 

^‘Yes. Won’t you stay to dinner?” 

Sir Lawrence shook his head. 

“Daren’t face Fleur with this on my mind. Needless to 
say, no one ought to know until you’ve seen him, not 
even she.” 

“No. Dinny still with you?” 

“She’s gone back to Condaford.” 

“Her peoplel” and Michael whistled. 

Her peoplel The thought remained with him all 
through a dinner during which Fleur discussed the future 
of Kit. She was in favour of his going to Harrow, because 
Michael and his father had been at Winchester. He was 
down for both, and the matter had not yet been decided. 

“All your mother’s people,” she said, “were at Harrow. 
Winchester seems to me so superior and dry. And they 
never get any notoriety. If you hadn’t been at Winchester 
you’d have been a pet of the newspapers by now.” 

“D’you want Kit to have notoriety?” 

“Yes, the nice sort, of course, like your Uncle Hilary. 
You know, Michael, Bart’s a dear, but I prefer the Cherrell 
side of your family.” 

“Well, I was wondering,” said Michael, “whether the 
Cherrells weren’t too straight-necked and servicey for 
anything,” 

“Yes, they’re that, but they’ve got a quirk in them, and 
they look like gentlemen.” 

“I believe,” said Michael, “that you really want Kit to 
go to Harrow because they play at Lords.” 

Fleur straightened her own neck. 

“Well, I do. I should have chosen Eton, only it’s so 
obvious, and I hate light blue.” 

“Well,” said Michael, “I’m prejudiced in favour of niy 
own school, so the choice is up to you, A school that 
produced Uncle Adrian will do for me, anyway,” 
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* school produced your Uncle Adrian, dear,” said 
Fleur; ‘‘he’s palxolithic. The Cherrells arc the oldest 
strain in Kit’s make-up, anyway, and I should like to breed 
to it, as Mr. Jack Muskham would say. Which reminds 
me that when I saw him at Clare’s wedding he wanted us 
to come down and see his stud farm at Roystem. I should 
like to. He’s like an advertisement hu* shooting capes— 
divine shoes and marvellous control ot'liis facial muscles.” 

Michael nodded. 

“Jack’s an example of so much stamp on the coin that 
there’s hardly any coin behind it.” 

“Don’t you believe it, my dear. There's plenty of metal 
at the back.” 

“The 'pukka sahib,’ ” said Michael, “I never can make 
up my mind whether that article is to tlie good or to the 
bad. The Cherrells are tlic best type r»f it, In'cause tliere’s 
no manner to them as there, is to Jack; lait e\‘eji witli them 
I always have the feeling of too much in hivu-en and earth 
that isn’t dreamed of in their plvilosophy.” 

“We can’t all have divine sym|Litln\ Michael.” 

Michael looked at her fixedly. He dciided against 
malicious intent and went on: ”l nev er Ivtiow wlicrc under- 
standing and tolerance ought lo end.” 

“That’s where men are inferior to ir;, \\"c wwit for the 
mark to fix itself; we trust our nerves. Men ch ni’t, |a>nr 
things. Luckily you’ve a streak uiAvoman in vnu, Mieliad 
Give me a kiss. Mind Coaker, he\s very Midden. It's 
decided, then: Kit goes to Harrow.” 

“If there’s a Harrow to go to by the time he's of age.” 

"Don’t be foolish* No constcilatimis aic in<uc lived 
than the public schools. Look at the way the) tlourishcd 
on the war,” 

"They won’t flourish on the next ward* 

"There mustn’t be one, then*” 

"Under 'pukka sahibism* it couldti’t be avoiiicd.” 

"My dear, you don’t suppose that keeping our word and 
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aU that was not just varnish? We simply feared German'- 
preponderance.” 

Michael rumpled his hair. 

It was a good instance, anyway, of what I said about 
there being more things in Heaven and earth than are 
dreamed of by the ‘pukka sahib’; yes, and of many situa- 
tions that he’s not adequate to handle.” 

Fleur yawned. 

“We badly want a new dinner service, Michael.” 



CHAPTER X 


After dinner Michael set forth, without saying where he 
was going. Since the death of his father-in-law, and the 
disclosure then made to him about Fleur and John Forsyte, 
his relations with her had been the same, with a slight 
but deep difference. Fie was no longer a tied but a free 
agent in his own house. Not a word had ever been spoken 
between them on a matter now nearly four years old, nor 
had there been in his mind any doubt about her since; 
the infidelity was scotched and luiried. But, though out- 
wardly the same, he was inwardly emancipated, and she 
knew it. In this matter of Wilfrid, for instance, his father’s 
warning had not been needed. He would not have told 
her of it, anyway. Not because he did not trust her dis- 
cretion — he could always trust that~but because he 
secretly felt that in a matter such as this he would not get 
any real help from her. 

He walked. ‘Wilfrid’s in love,’ he thought, ‘so he ought 
to be in by ten, unless he’s got an attack of verse; but even 
then you can’t write poetry in this traffic or in a club, the 
atmosphere stops the flow.’ He crossed 1‘^all Mall and 
threaded the maze of narrow streets dedicated to un- 
attached manhood till he came to Piccadilly, quiet before 
its storm of after-theatre traffic. Passing up a side street 
devoted to those male ministering angels— tailors, book- 
makers and moneylenders — he rounclctl into Ck>rk Street. 
It was ten o’clock exactly when he paused before the well- 
remembered house. Opposite was tlie gallery where he 
had first met Fleur, and he stood for a moment almost 
dizzy from past feelings. For three years, before Wilfrid’s 
queer infatuation for Fleur had broken it all up, he had 
been Wilfrid’s fidus Achates. Tlcgular David and 

l^ 
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Jonathan stunt/ he thought, and all his old feelings came 
welling up as he ascended the stairs. 

The monastic visage of the henchman Stack relaxed at 
sight of him. 

“Mr. Mont? Pleasure to see you, sir.” 

“And how are you. Stack?” 

“A little older, sir; otherwise in fine shape, thanl.- you. 
Mr. Desert is in.” 

Michael resigned his hat, and entered. 

Wilfrid, lying on the divan in a dark dressing-gown, 
sat up. 

“Hallo!” 

“How are you, Wilfrid?” 

“Stack! Drinks!” 

“Congratulations, old man!” 

“I met her first at your wedding, you know.” 

“Ten years ago, nearly. You’ve plucked the flower of 
our family, Wilfrid; we’re all in love with P inn y” 

“I won’t talk about her, but I think the more.” 

“Any verse, old man?” 

“Yes, a booklet going in to-morrow, same publisher. 
Remember the first?” 

“Don’t I? My only scoop.” 

“This is better. There’s one that is a poem.” 

Stack re-entered with a tray. 

“Help yourself, Michael.” 

Michael poured out a little brandy and diluted it but 
slightly. Then with a cigarette he sat down. 

“When’s it to be?” 

“Registrar’s, as soon as possible.” 

“Oh! And then?” 

“Dinny wants to show me England. While there’s any 
sun I suppose we shall hang around.” 

“Going back to Syria?” 

Desert wriggled on his cushions. 

“I don’t know: further afield, perhaps— she’ll say.” 
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Michael looked at his feet, beside which on the Persian 
rug some cigarette ash had fallen. 

"'Old mm/' he said. 

“Well?^’ 

"‘D'you know a bird called Telfourd Yule?’’ 

“His name — ^writer of sorts.” 

“He’s just come back from Arabia and the Soudan; he 
brought a yarn with him.” Without raising his eyes, he 
was conscious that Wilfrid was sitting upright. 

“It concerns you; and it’s queer and damaging. He 
thinks you ought to know.” 

“Well?” 

Michael uttered an involuntary sigh. 

“Shortly: The Bedouin are saying that your conversion 
to Islam was at the pistol’s point. He was told the yarn in 
Arabia, and again in the Libyan desert, with the name of 
the Sheikh, and the place in Darfur, and the Englishman’s 
name.” And, still without looking up, he knew that 
Wilfrid’s eyes were fixed on him, and that there was sweat 
on his forehead. 

“Well?” 

“He wanted you to know, so he told my dad at the Club 
this afternoon, and Bart told me. I said Fd see you about 
it. Forgive me.” 

Then, in the silence, Michael raised his eyes. What a 
strange, beautiful, tortured, compelling face! 

“Nothing to forgive; it’s true.” 

“My dear old man!” The words burst from Michael, 
but no others would follow. 

Desert got up, went to a drawer and took out a manu- 
script. 

“Here, read this!” 

During the twenty minutes Michael took to read the 
poem, there was not a sound, except from the sheets 
being turned. Michael put them down at last. 

“Magnificent!” 
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“Yes, hvitjou^d never have done it.” 

“I haven’t an idea what I should have done.” 

“Oh, yes, you have. You’d never have let sophistication 
and God knows what stifle your first instinct, as I did. 
My first instinct was to say: ‘Shoot and be damned," and 
I wish to God rd kept to it, then I shouldn’t be here. The 
queer thing is, if he’d threatened torture I’d have stood 
out. Yet I’d much rather be killed than tortured.” 

“Torture’s caddish.” 

“Fanatics aren’t cads. I’d have sent him to hell, but he 
really hated shooting me; he begged me— stood there 
with the pistol and begged me not to make him. His 
brother’s a friend of mine. Fanaticism’s a rum thingl He 
stood there ready to loose off, begging me. Damned 
human. I can see his eyes. He was under a vow. I never 
saw a man so relieved.” 

“There’s nothing of that in the poem,” said Michael. 

“Being sorry for your executioner is hardly an excuse. 
I’m not proud of it, especially when it saved my life. 
Besides, I don’t know if that was the reason. Religion, if 
you haven’t got it, is a fake. To walk out into everlasting 
dark for the sake of a fakel If I must die I want a reality 
to die for.” 

“You don’t think,” said Michael miserably, ‘"that you’d 
be justified in denying the thing?” 

“I’ll deny nothing. If it’s come out. I’ll stand by it.” 

“Does Dinny know?” 

“Yes. She’s read the poem. I didn’t mean to tell her, 
but I did. She behaved as people don’t. MarvellousI” 

“Yes. I’m not sure that you oughtn’t to deny it for her 
sake.” 

“No, but I ought to give her up.” 

“She would have something to say about that. If 
Dinny ’s in love, it’s over head and ears, Wilfrid.” 

“Same herel” 

Overcome by the bleakness of the situation, Michael 
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got up and helped himself to more brandy. 

‘‘ExactlyP’ said Desert, following him with his eyes. 
“Imagine if the Press gets hold of kr and he Laughed. 

“I gather/' said Michael, with a spurt of cheerfulness, 
“that it was only in the desert both times that Yule heard 
the story/’ 

“What’s in the desert to-day is in the biD^aars to-morrow. 
It’s no use, I shall have to face the music.” 

Michael put a hand on his shoulder. “Count on me, 
2 ,^XY^ 2 .J, I suppose the bold way is the only way. But I 
feel all you’re up against.” 

“Yellow. Labelled: ‘Yellow’ — might give any show 
away. And they’ll be right.” 

“Rot!” said Michael. 

Wilfrid went on without heeding: “And yet my whole 
soul revolts against dying for a gesture that I don’t believe 
in. Legends and superstitions — 1 hate the lot. I’d sooner 
die to give them a death-blow than to keep them alive. 
If a man tried to force me to torture an animal, to hang 
another man, to violate a woman, of course I’d die rather 
than do it. But why the hell should I die to gratify those 
whom I despise for believing outworn creeds tliat have 
been responsible for more misery in the world than any 
other mortal thing? Why? Eh?” 

Michael had recoiled before the passion in this outburst, 
and was standing miserable and glum. 

“Symbol,” he muttered. 

“Symbol! For conduct that’s worth standing for, 
honesty, humanity, courage, I hope Fd stand; 1 went 
through with the 'war, anyway; but why should 1 stand for 
what I look on as dead wood?” 

“It simply mustn’t come out,” said Michael violently, 
“I loathe the idea of a lot of swabs looking down their 
noses at you,” 

Wilfrid shrugged. “I look down my nose at myself, 
I assure you. Never stifle your instinct, MichaeL” 
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‘"But what are you going to do?""* 

"‘What does it matter what I do? Things will be as they 
will be. Nobody will understand, or side with me if they 
did understand. Why should they? I don’t even side with 
myself.” 

“I think lots of people might nowadays.” 

“The sort I wouldn’t be seen dead with. No, I’m 
outcast.” 

“And Dinny?” 

“I’ll settle that with her.” 

Michael took up his hat. 

“If there’s anything I can do, count on me. Good night, 
old manl” 

"^Good night, and thanksi” 

Michael was out of the street before any thinking power 
returned to him. Wilfrid had been caught, as it were, in 
a snarel One could see how his rebellious contempt for 
convention and its types had blinded him to the normal 
view. But one could not dissociate this or that from the 
general image of an Englishman; betrayal of one feature 
would be looked on as betrayal of the whole. As for that 
queer touch of compassion for his would-be executioner, 
who would see that who didn’t know Wilfrid? The affair 
was bitter and tragic. The ‘yellow’ label would be stuck 
on indiscriminately for all eyes to see. 

‘Of course,’ thought Michael, ‘he’ll have his supporters 
— egomaniacs, and Bolshies, and that’ll make him feel 
worse than ever.’ Nothing was more galling than to be 
backed up by people you didn’t understand, and who 
didn’t understand you. And how was support like that 
going to help Dinny, more detached from it even than 
Wilfrid? The whole thing was — — I 

And with that blunt reflection he crossed Bond Street 
and went down Hay Hill into Berkeley Square. If he did 
not see his father before he went home, he would not sleep. 

At Mount Street his mother and father were receiving a 
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Special pale negus, warranted to cause slumber, from the 
hands of Blore. 

'^Catherine?” said Lady Mont: "'‘Measles?’* 

‘‘No, Mother; I want to have a talk \eith Dad.” 

“About that young man— changin’ In's religion. He 
always gave me a pain — defyin’ the liglitnifi’, and that.” 

Michael stared. “It Is about Wilfrid.” 

“Em,” said Sir Lawrence, “tins is dead inivate. Well, 
Michael?” 

“The story’s true; he doesn’t and won’t deny it. Dinny 
knows.” 

“What story?” asked Lady Mont. 

“He recanted to some faiiatical A ml is on pai n t >f death.” 

“What a borel” 

Michael thought swiftly: ‘My (lodi If (Hily everyone 
would take that view!’ 

“D’you mean, then,” said Sir laiwrcnee, [pnvely, “that 
Fve got to tell Yule there’s no dele nee?” 

Michael nodded. 

“But if so, dear boy, it won’t st ()|> tlierc.” 

“No, but he’s reckless.” 

“The liglitnin’,” said Lady Motit, suddenly. 

“Exactly, Mother. He’s written a iioem nn it, and a 
jolly good one it is. He’s sending it in a new volume to 
his publisher to-morrow. But, Datl, at any r.ife, get Yule 
and Jack Muskham to keep their nii>ufhs :.hnt. After all, 
what business is it of theirs?” 

Sir Lawrence shrugged the thin shoulders which at 
seventy-two were only begirujing to sugg^est ug,c. 

“There are two questions, Michael, arul so far as I 
can see they’re quite separate, 'fhe itrst is how to 
mnzzh club gossip. The secotui coticerns Dinny and 
her people. You say Dinny knows; Inir her people 
don’t, except ourselves; and as she didtft icll us, she 
won’t tell them. Now that’s not lair. Aiul it’s not 
wise,” he went on, without waiting fur m answer, 
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"'because this thing’s dead certain to come out later, 
and they’d never forgive Desert for marrying her 
without letting them know. I wouldn’t myself, it’s too 
serious.” 

“Agitatin’,” murmured Lady Mont. “Ask Adrian.” 

“Better Hilary,” said Sir Lawrence. 

Michael broke in: “That second question. Dad, seems 
to me entirely up to Dinny. She must be told that the 
story’s in the wind, then either she or Wilfrid will let her 
people know.” 

“If only she’d let him drop her! Surely he can’t want 
to go on with it, with this story going about?” 

“I don’t see Dinny droppin’ him,” murmured Lady 

Mont. “She’s been too long pickin’ him up. Love’s 

’ 

“Wilfrid said he knew he ought to give her up. Oh! 
damn!” 

“Come back to question one, then, Michael. I can try, 
but I’m very doubtful, especially if this poem is coming 
out. What is it, a justification?” 

“Or explanation.” 

“Bitter and rebellious, like his early stuff?” 

Michael nodded. 

“Well, they might keep quiet out of charity, but 
they’ll never stomach that sort of attitude, if I know 
Jack Muskham. He hates the bravado of modern scepti- 
cism like poison.” 

“We can’t tell what’s going to happen in any direction, 
but it seems to me we ought all to play hard for delay.” 

“Hope the Hermit,” murmured Lady Mont. “Good 
night, dear boy; I’m goin’ up. Mind the dog — ^he’s not 
been out.” 

“Well, I’ll do what I can,” said Sir Lawrence. 

Michael received his mother’s kiss, wrung his father’s 
hand, and went. 

He walked home, uneasy and sore at heart, for this con- 
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cemed two people of whom he was very fond, and he 
could see no issue that was not full of suffering to both. 
And continually there came back to him the thought: 
‘What should I have done in Wilfrid’s place?’ And he 
concluded, as he walked, that no man could tell what he 
would do if he were in the shoes of another man. And 
so, in the spring wind of a night not devoid of beauty, 
he came to South St^uare and let himself in. 



CHAPTER XI 


Wilfrid sat in his rooms with two letters before him, one 
that he had just written to Dinny, and one that he had just 
received from her. He stared at the snapshots and tried to 
think clearly, and since he had been trying to think clearly 
ever since Michael’s visit of the previous evening, he was 
the less successful. Why had he chosen this particular 
moment to fall really in love, to feel that he had found 
the one person with whom he could bear to think of per- 
manent companionship? He had never intended to marry, 
he had never supposed he would feel towards women 
anything but a transient urge that soon died in satisfaction. 
Even at the height of his infatuation with Fleur he had 
never supposed it would last. On the whole he was as 
profoundly sceptical about women as about religion, 
patriotism, or the qualities popularly attributed to the 
Englishman. Fie had thought himself armoured in 
scepticism, but in his armour was a joint so weak that he 
had received a fatal thrust. With bitter amusement he 
perceived that the profound loneliness felt by that experi- 
ence in Darfur had started in him an involuntary craving 
for spiritual companionship of which Dinny had, as 
involuntarily, availed herself. The thing that should have 
kept them apart had brought them together. 

After Michael had left he had spent half the night 
going over and over it, and always coming back to the 
crude thought that, when all was said and done, he would 
be set down as a coward. And yet, but for Dinny, would 
even that matter? What did he care for society and its 
opinion? What did he care for England and the English? 
Even if they had prestige, was it deserved, any more than 
the prestige of any other country? The war had shown all 

8i 
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countdes and their inhabitants to be pretty much alike 
capable of the same heroisms, basenesses, endurance, and 
absurdities. The war had shown mob feeling in every 
country to be equally narrow, void of discrimination, and 
generally contemptible. He was a wanderer by nature 
and even if England and the nearer East were closed to 
him, the world was wide, the sun shone in many places, 
the stars wheeled over one, books could be read, women 
had beauty, flowers scent, tobacco its flavour, music its 
moving power, coffee its fragrance, horses and dogs and 
birds were the same seductive creatures, and thought and 
feeling brought an urge to rhythmic expression, almost 
wherever one went. Save for Dinny he could strike his 
tent and move out, and let tongues wag behind himi And 
now he couldn’tl Or could he? Was he not, indeed, in 
honour bound to? How could he saddle her with a mate 
at whom fingers were pointed? If she had inspired him 
with flaming desire, it would have been much simpler; 
they could have had their fling and parted, and no one the 
^worse. But he had a very different feeling for her. She 
was like a well of sweet water met with in a desert; a 
flower with a scent coming up among the dry vegetation 
of the wilderness. She gave him the reverent longing that 
some tunes and pictures inspire; roused the same ache of 
pleasure as the scent of new-mown grass. She was a cool 
refreshment to a spirit sun-dried, wind-dried, and dark. 
Was he to give her up because of this damned business? 

In the morning when he woke the same confused 
struggle of feeling had gone on. He had spent the after- 
noon writing her a letter, and had barely finished it when 
her first love-letter came. And he sat now with the two 
before him. 

T can’t send this,’ he thought suddenly; fit goes over 
and over and gets nowhere, RottenI’ He tore it up, and 
read her letter a third time. 

‘Impossible!’ he thought; fio go down therel God and 
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the King and the test of it. Impossibler And seizing a 
piece of paper, he wrote: 

‘"'Cork Street: Saturday. 

^^Bless you for your letter. Come up here to lunch 
Monday. We must talk. — ^W ilfrid.’’ 

Having sent Stack out with this missive, he felt a little 
more at peace. . . . 

Dinny did not receive this note till Monday morning, 
and was the more relieved to get it. The last two days 
had been spent by her in avoiding any mention of 
Wilfrid, listening to Hubert and Jean’s account of their 
life in the Soudan, walking and inspecting the state of 
trees with her father, copying his income-tax return, 
and going to church with him and her mother. The tacit 
silence about her engagement was very characteristic of 
a family whose members were mutually devoted and 
accustomed to spare each other’s feelings; it was all the 
more ominous. 

After reading Wilfrid’s note she said to herself blankly: 
‘For a love-letter it’s not a love-letter.’ And she said to 
her mother: 

“Wilfrid’s shy of coming, dear. I must go up and talk 
to him. If I can, I will bring him down with me. If I 
can’t. I’ll try and arrange for you to see him at Mount 
Street. He’s lived alone so much that seeing people is a 
real strain.” 

Lady Gherrell’s answer was a sigh, but it meant more 
to Dinny than words; she took her mother’s hand and 
said: “Cheer up. Mother dear. It’s something that I’m 
happy, isn’t it?” 

“That would be everything, Dinny.” 

Dinny was too conscious of implications in the ‘would 
be’ to answer. 

She walked to the station, reached London at noon, 
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and set out for Cork Street across the Park. The day was 
fine, the sun shone; spring was established to the full, with 
lilac and with tulips, young green of plane-t ree leaves, songs 
of birds, and the freshness of the grass. But though she 
looked in tune, she sufiered from presentiment. Why she 
should feel so, going to a private luncli witli her lover, she 
could not have explained. There could he but i'cw people 
in all the great town at such an hour of day wit;h prospect 
before them so closely joyful; but Dinny was not deceived: 
ail was not well — she knew it. Being l)cf(>re iier time, she 
stopped at Mount Street to titivate. According to Blore, 
Sir Lawrence was out, but his lady in. Dinny left the 
message that she might be In to tea. 

Passing the pleasant smell at the corner of Burlington 
Street, she had that peculiar feeling, experienced by all at 
times, of having once been someone else wlviclt accounts 
for so much belief in the transniigrat inn of souls. 

It only means,’ she thought, ‘souuahing i’vc forgotten. 
Oh! here’s the turning!’ And licr heart lu’t^an to beat. 

She was nearly breathless wlien Stack opcnetl the door 
to her. ‘‘Lunch will be ready in live minutes, miss,” His 
eyes, dark, prominent above his juttitig, nose, and yet 
reflective, and the curly benevolence t>f his lips always 
gave her the impression that lie \\\i$ cotifessing liet before 
she had anything to confess. Me opened tlic inner door, 
shut it behind her, and she was iti \K ilfrid’s arms. That 
was a complete refutation of present iuiunt; the lottgcst and 
most satisfactory moment of the sort she had yet experi- 
enced. So long that she was afraiti he would tiot let her 
go in time. At last she said gently: 

“Lunch has already been in a minute, darting, accotrding 
to Stack.” 

“Stack has tact.” 

Not until after lunch, v/hen they were alone tutcc more 
with coffee, did discomfiture come with the sitddcnncss 
of a thunderclap in a clear sky. 
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^‘That business has come out, Dinny/’ 

Whatl That? That/ She mastered the rush of her 
dismay. 

^^How?” 

man called Telfourd Yule has brought the story back 
with him. They talk of it among the tribes. It’ll be in 
the bazaars by now, in the London clubs to-morrow. I 
shall be in Coventry in a few weeks’ time. Nothing can 
stop a thing like that.” 

Without a word Dinny got up, pressed his head against 
her shoulder, then sat down beside him on the divan. 

^T’m afraid you don’t understand,” he said gently. 

'"That this makes any difference? No, I don’t. The only 
difference could have been when you told me yourself. 
That made none. How can this, then?” 

^‘How can I marry you?” 

^‘That sort of thing is only in books, Wilfrid. won’t 
Lave linkjed misery long drawn out.” 

"^^Taise heroics aTe noTIn^m^^ either; but I don’t 

think you see yet.” 

‘T do. Now you can stand up straight again, and those 
who can’t understand — ^well, they donT matter.” 

^‘Then don’t your people matter?” 

"Tes, they matter.” 

^‘But you don’t suppose for a minute that they’ll under- 
stand?” 

^T shall make them.” 

^'My poor dearl” 

It struck her, ominously, how quiet and gentle he was 
being. He went on: 

don’t know your people, but if they’re the sort 
you’ve described — charm ye never so wisely, they won’t 
rise. They can’t, it’s against their root convictions.” 

‘‘They’re fond of me.” 

“That will make it all the more impossible for them to 
see you tied to me.” 
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Diany drew away a little and whh l;cr clvin on her 
hands. Then, without looking at liinu .' he said: 

‘‘Do you want to get rid of me, W tit r air” 

“Dinnyr’ 

“Yes, but do you?'’ 

He drew her intt> his arms. Pres<aul\ ; he said: 

“I sec. Then if you d<Hd(, you nuea Umvc tliis to me. 
And anyway it's no goc,>d gtdng tu meet troulde. It isn^t 
known yet in Londott. W e'll wait itutil it is, I luiuw you 
won't marry me till tlRui, so 1 /va.v/ wau. At ter that it 
will be a dear issue, but you In- hertd: then, 

Wilfrid, because it'll hurt me ton in\A-\i t..o much.” She 
clutched him suddenly; and he st.t^cvl -.ilcut. 

With her cheek to his she satd quuah: 

“Do you want me tt> be every t lung tn Viiu hetVirc you 
marry me? If so, 1 can.” 

“Dinnyl” 

“Very forward, isn't it?” 

“Nol But we'll wait. Yeai make me Icid too reverent/' 

She sighed. “Perhaps it\s hesi.” 

Presently she said: “Will you lea\c it tn me to tell my 
people everything or not?” 

“I will leave anything to yot.n” 

“And if I want: you to meet any otu* of thetig will you?' 

Wilfrid nodded. 

“I won't ask you to come m ( a mdao uti yet. Iluit's all 
settled, then. Now tell me cxaetlv lnov vtm heard ulnHit 
this.” 

When he had finished, she said rrlkef ivdy: 

“Miclmd and t.Inde Lawrence. 'Iliaf u ill make it easier. 
Now, darling. Pm going. It'll Ir gotn! tur black, and I 
want to think. 1 can only tliink when Pm insulaied from 
you.” 

*‘Angell” 

She took his head l^twccn lirt hands. “Dim'i lie tragic, 
and I won't either* Could wc go joy-riilini; on “rhur.sday? 
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Good! Foch at noon! Fm far from an angel, I’m'^your 
love/’ 

She went dizzily down the stairs, now that she was 
alone, terribly conscious of the ordeal before them. She 
turned suddenly towards Oxford Street. I’ll go and see 
Uncle Adrian,’ she thought. 

Adrian’s thoughts at his Museum had been troubled of 
late by the claim of the Gobi desert to be the cradle of 
Homo Sapiens. The idea had been patented and put on 
the market, and it bid fair to have its day. He was reflecting 
on the changeability of anthropological fashions, when 
Dinny was announced. 

‘"Ahl Dinnyl I’ve been in the Gobi desert all the 
afternoon, and was just thinking of a nice cup of ‘hot’ 
tea. What do you say?” 

“China tea always gives me an ’ick feeling. Uncle.” 

“We don’t go in for so-called luxuries. My duenna here 
makes good old Dover tea with leaves in it, and we have 
the homely bun.” 

“PerfectI I came to tell you that I’ve given my young 
heart.” 

Adrian stared. 

“It’s really rather a terrible tale, so can I take off my 
hat?” 

“My dear,” said Adrian, “take off anything. Have tea 
first. Here it is.” 

While she was having tea Adrian regarded her with a 
rueful smile, caught, as it were, between his moustache 
and goatee. Since the tragic Ferse affair she had been 
more than ever his idea of a niece; and he perceived that 
she was really troubled. 

Lying back in the only easy chair, with her knees crossed 
and the tips of her fingers pressed together, she looked, 
he thought, ethereal, as if she might suddenly float, and 
his eyes rested with comfort on the cap of her chestnut 
hair. But his face grew perceptibly longer while she was 
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telling him her tale, leaving nothing out. She stopped at 
last and added: 

*‘=Uncle, please doif t look like thatl” 

‘‘Was I?’’ 

“Yes.’^ 

“Well, Dinny, is it surprising?’^ 

“I want your ‘reaction/ as they call it, to what he did.” 
And she looked straight into his eyes. 

“My personal reaction? Without knowing him-- 
judgment reserved/’ 

“If you wouldn’t mind, you shall km m liim.” 

Adrian nodded, and she said: 

“Tell me the worst. What will tlic otiicrs who don’t 
know him think and do?” 

“What was your own reaction, Dinny?” 

“I knew him.” 

“Only a week.” 

“And ten years.” 

“OhI don’t tell me that a glinv[isc :uul three words at a 
wedding — — ” 

“The grain of mustard -seed, dear, I^esldcs, I’d read the 
poem, and knew from that ail his tee lings. I Ic isn’t a 
believer; it must have seemed to him like some monstrous 
practical joke.” 

“Yes, yes, I’ve read his verse -sceptirism aiul h>vc of 
beauty. His type l)loonis after iutig natii)tiai etlorts, when 
the individuars been at a iliscount, and the State has 
exacted everything. Ego crops out and wants to kick the 

State and all its shibboktits. 1 uiuicrstand all that. But 

You’ve never been out of England, Ditiny.” 

“Only Italy, Paris, and the Pyrciux's.” 

“They don’t count. You’ve never been where Ihigland 
has to have a certain prestige. I’or lui,glishincn in such 
parts of the world it’s all for one atul mxc n’ all.” 

“I don’t think he realised that at the time, Uncle.” 

Adrkniooked at her, and shook his haul 
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Still don’t/’ said Dinny. “And thank God he didn’t, 
or I should never have known him. Ought one to sacrifice 
oneself for false values?” 

“That’s not the point, my dear. In the East, where 
religion still means everything, you can’t exaggerate the 
importance attached to a change of faith. Nothing could so 
damage the Oriental’s idea of the Englishman as a re- 
cantation at the pistol’s point. The question before him 
was: Do I care enough for what is thought of my country 
and my people to die sooner than lower that conception? 
Forgive me, Dinny, but that was, brutally, the issue.” 

She was silent for a minute and then said: 

“I’m perfectly sure Wilfrid would have died sooner than 
do lots of things that would have lowered that con- 
ception; but he simply couldn’t admit that the Eastern 
conception of an Englishman ought to rest on whether 
he’s a Christian or not.” 

“That’s special pleading; he not only renounced 
‘Christianity, he accepted Islam — one set of superstitions 
for another.” 

“But, can’t you sec. Uncle, the whole thing was a 
monstrous jest to him?” 

“No, my dear, I don’t think I can.” 

Dinny leaned back, and he thought how exhausted she 
looked. 

“Well, i£jo^ can’t, no one else will. I mean no one of 
our sort, and that’s what I wanted to know.” 

A bad ache started in Adrian’s midriff. “Dinny, there’s a 
fortnight of this behind you, and the rest of your life 
before you; you told me he’d give you up — for which I 
respect him. Now, doesn’t it need a wrench, if not for 
your sake — for his?” 

Dinny smiled. 

^‘Uncle, you’re so renowned for dropping your best pals 
when they’re in a mess. And you know so little about level 
You only waited eighteen years. Aren’t you rather funny?” 

G 
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"'Admitted/’ said Adrian. “1 suppose the word "Uncle’ 
came over me. If I knew that Desert was likely to be as 
faithful as you, I should say: "Go to it and be damned in 
your own ways, bless you!’ ” 

"Then you simply rmist sec him.” 

"Yes; but I’ve seen people seem so unalterably in love 
that they were divorced within the year. I knew a man so 
completely satisfied by his honeymoon that he took a 
mistress two months later.” 

"We,” murmured Dinny, ""arc not of that devouring 
breed. Seeing so many people on tlie screen examining 
each other’s teeth has spiritualised me, I know,” 

""Who has heard of this development?” 

""Michael and Uncle lawrcncc, i>ossihIy Aunt Em. I 
don’t know whether to tell them at (kiridaford.” 

""Let me talk to Hilary. He’ll have another point of 
view; and it won’t be orthodox.” 

"OhI Yes, I don’t mind Unde Hilary.” And she rose. 
"Mayl bring Wilfrid tosec you, then?” 

Adrian nodded, and, when she liad gone, stood again in 
front of a map of Mongolia, where the (5 obi desert seemed 
to bloom like the rose in comparison with tlic wilderness 
across which his favourite niece was moving. 



CHAPTER XII 


Dinny stayed on at Mount Street for dinner to see Sir 
Lawrence. 

She was in his study when he came in, and said at once: 

‘‘Uncle Lawrence, Aunt Em knows what you and 
Michael know, doesn’t she?” 

“She does, Dinny. Why?” 

“She’s been so discreet. I’ve told Uncle Adrian; he 
seems to think Wilfrid has lowered English prestige in the 
East. Just what is this English prestige? I thought we\ 
were looked on as a race of successful hypocrites. And in | 
India as arrogant bullies.” 

Sir Lawrence wriggled. 

“You’re confusing national with individual reputation. 
The things are totally distinct. The individual Englishman 
in the East is looked up to as a man who isn’t to be rattled, 
who keeps his word, and sticks by his own breed.” 

Dinny flushed. The implication was not lost on her. 

“In the East,” Sir Lawrence went on, “the Englishman, 
or rather the Briton, because as often as not he’s a Scot or a 
Welshman or a North Irishman, is generally isolated: 
traveller, archaeologist, soldier, ofHcial, civilian, planter, 
doctor, engineer, or missionary, he’s almost always head 
maj|/ of a small separate show; he maintains himself 
against odds on the strength of the Englishman’s re- 
putation. If a single Englishman is found wanting, down 
goes the stock of all those other isolated Englishmen. 
People know that and recognise its importance. That’s 
what you’re up against, and it’s no use under-estimating. 
You can’t expect Orientals, to whom religion means 
something, to understand that to some of us it means 
nothing. An Englishman to them is a believing Qhristian, 

' 9 * ■ 
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and if he recants, he’s understood as recanting his most 
precious belief.’^ 

Dinny said drily: ‘la fact, then, Wilfrid has no case in 
the eyes of our world.” 

‘In the eyes of the world that runs the Empire, Tm 
afraid — ^none, Dinny, Could it be otherwise? Unless there 
were complete mutual confidence between these isolated 
beings that none of them will submit to diet ation, take a 
dare, or let the others down, the thing wouldn’t work at 
all. Now would it?” 

‘1 never thought about it.” 

“Well, you can take it from me. Michael has explained 
to me how Desert’s mind w^orked; and from the point of 
view of a disbeliever like myself, tlrerc’s a lot to be said. I 
should intensely dislike lx:ing wiped out over such an 
issue. But it wasn’t the real issue; and if you say: ‘He 
didn’t see that,’ then I’m afraid my answer is he didn’t 
because he has too much spiritual pride. And that won’t 
help him as a defence, l>ccausc spiritual pi idc is anathema 
to the Services, and indeed to the world generally. It’s the 
quality, you remember, tiuit got lAiciicr int o trouble.” 

Dinny, who had listened with lier eyes fixed on her 
uncle’s twisting features, said: 

“It’s extraordinary the things one can do without.” 

Sir Lawrence screwed in a pu^-zled eyeglass. 

“Have you caught the jum|>ing habit frojn your aunt?” 

“If one can’t have the w'orld’s approval, one can do 
without it.” 

“ ‘Tlie world well lost for love,’ sounds gallant, Dinny, 
but it’s been tried out and found wanting. Sacrifice on one 
side is the worst foundation for pann,endii[), beciuse the 
other side comes to resent it.” 

“I don’t expect more happiness tlKin most people 
get.” 

“That’s not as much. as I want for you, Dinny.” 

“Dinner!” said Lady Mont, in the doorway: “Have you a 
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vacuum, Dinny? They use those cleaners,’^ she went on, as 
they went towards the dining-room, ‘Tor horses now/’ 

“Why not for human beings,” murmured Dinny, “and 
clear out their fears and superstitions? Uncle wouldn’t 
approve, though.” 

“You’ve been talkin’, then. Blore, go away!” 

When he had gone, she added: “I’m thinkin’ of your 
father, Dinny.” 

“So am 1.” 

“I used to get over him. But daughters! Still, he 
must.” 

“Em!” said Sir Lawrence, warningly, as Blore came 
back. 

“Well,” said Lady Mont, “beliefs and that — too 
fatiguin’. I never liked christenin’s — so unfeelin’ to the 
baby; and puttin’ it upon other people; only they don’t 
bother, except for cups and Bibles. Why do they put fern- 
leaves on cups? Or is that archery? Uncle Cuffs won a cup 
at archery when he was a curate. They used. It’s all very 
agitatin’.” 

“Aunt Em,” said Dinny, “all I hope and want is that no 
one will agitate themselves over me and my small affair. If 
people won’t agitate we can be happy.” 

“So wise! Lawrence, tell Michael that. Blore! Give 
Miss Dinny some sherry.” 

Dinny, putting her lips to the sherry, looked across at 
her aunt’s face. It was comforting — slightly raised in the 
eyebrows, drooped in the lids, curved in the nose, and as if 
powdered in the hair above the comely neck, shoulders and 
bust. 

In the taxi for Paddington she had such a vivid vision of 
Wilfrid, alone, with this hanging over him, that she very 
nearly leaned out to say: “Cork Street.” The cab turned a 
corner. Praed Street? Yes, it would be! All the worr y 
in the world cam e from the conflict of love against love. 
irohly her people didn’t love her, anff she them, how 
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simple things would be! 

A porter was saying: luggage. Miss?’’ 

''None, thank you.” As a little girl she had always meant 
to marry a porterl That was before liei: music master came 
from Oxford. He had gone olT to tlic war when she was 
ten. She bought a magay.irie and took her seat in the 
train. But she was very tireil and lay bark in her corner of 
the third-class carriage; jmlway travellifig \v;is a severe tax on 
her always slemderpurse. \\dth Itead tilleck she went tosleep. 

I ‘■" When she alighted from the train t licrc was a nearly full 
I moon, and the night was blowy and s weet -smelling. She 
would have to wnilk. It was lirfru cnouidi to take the short 
ciit^ and she climbed the tirst stile iiito tlie field path. She 
thought of the night, neai-ly two ye.irs a>;o, when she came 
back by this train with tlic news of I luliert’s release and 
found her hither sitting up, grey and worn, in his study, 
and how years had scemcil to drt)|> oil him when she told 
him the good news. And now site laid news tliat must 
grieve him. It was her father she ri*ally dreaded facing. 
Her mother, yes! Mother, thou id i y.entlc, was stubborn; 
but women had not the same hard and last C(mvictions 
'about \yliat was not ‘done’ as nwn. I lubert? In old days 
idle W(Hild have minded him most. <a.irious how lost he 
was to herl Hubert would be dre,uli\dly upset. Me was 
rigid in his views of what was hhe game.’ XX'ell! she could 
'bear’ his disapproval. Ikit 1 ‘at her! it seemed so unfiiirto 
him, after his forty years of hard servii'el 

A brown owl floated from the hcdg.e over to some 
stacks. These moony nigjits were owl-niglits, atul there 
would be the screams of captured victims, so dreadful in 
the night-time. Yet who ctudii help liking owls, their blunt 
soft floating flight, their measured stirring calls? The next 
stile led her on to their own latul. dlicrc was u 1 inhay in this 
field where her fethcTs old idvarger shtdtered at night. Was 
it Plutarch or Pliny who had said: 'For my jxirf 1 would not 
sell even m old ox who had lal)oured for me’? Nice man! 
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Now that the sound of the train had died away it was very 
quiet: only the brushing of a little wind on young leaves, 
and the stamp of old Kis mete's foot in the linhay. She 
crossed a second field and came to the narrow tree-trunk 
bridge. The night’s sweetness was like the feeling always 
within her now. She crossed' the plank and slipped in 
among the apple-trees. They seemed to live brightly 
between her and the moving, moonlit, wind-brushed sky. 
They seemed to breathe, almost to be singing in praise at 
the unfolding of their blossoms. They were lit in a 
thousand shapes of whitened branches, and all beautiful, as 
if someone had made each with a rapt and moonstruck 
pleasure and brightened it with starshine. And this had 
been done in here each spring for a hundred years and 
more. The whole world seemed miraculpus on a night like 
this, but always the yearly miracle of the apple blooming 
was to Dinny most moving of all. The many miracles of 
England thronged her memory, while she stood among the 
old trunks inhaling the lichen-bark-dusted air. Upland 
grass with larks singing; the stilly drip in coverts when sun 
came after rain; gorse on wind-blown commons; horses 
turning and turning at the end of the long mole-coloured 
furrows; river waters now bright, now green-tinged 
beneath the willows; thatch and its wood smoke; swathed 
hay meadows, tawnied cornfields; the bluish distances 
beyond; and the ever-changing sky — ail these were as 
jewels in her mind, but the chief was this white magic of the 
spring. She became conscious that the long grass was 
drenched and her shoes and stockings wet through; there 
was light enough to see in that grass the stars of jonquil, 
grape hyacinth and the pale cast-out tulips; there would be 
polyanthus, too, bluebells and cowslips — a few. She 
slipped on upward, cleared the trees, and stood a moment to 
look back at the whiteness of the whole. Tt might have 
dropped from the moon,^ she thought: ‘My best stockings, 
toor,' , 
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Across the low-walled fruit garden and lawn she came to 
the terrace. Past eleven! Only her hither’s study window 
lighted on the ground floor! How like that other night! 

‘Shan't tell him/ she thought, and tapped on it. 

He let her in. 

“Hallo, Dinny, you didn’t stop the night at Mount 
Street, then?” 

“No, Dad, there's a limit to my powers of borrowing 
nightgowns/' 

“Sit down and have some tea. I was just going to make 
some.” 

“Darling, I came through the orchard, and I’m wet to the 
knees.” 

“Take oft’ your stockings; here's an old pair of slippers.” 

Dinny stripped off the stockings and sat contemplating 
her legs in the lamplight, while tlic General lit the etna. He 
liked to do things for himself. She watclied him bending 
over the tea-things, and thought how trim he still was, and 
how quick and precise his movements. His browned 
hands, with little dark hairs on them, had long, clever 
fingers. He stood up, motionless, watching the flame. 

“Want's a new wick,” he said, “llierc’s going to be bad 
trouble in India, I’m al’raid/’ 

I “India seems to be getting almost more trouble than it's 
I worth to us.” 

^ llie General turned his face with its liigh but small 
cheek-bones; his eyes rested on lier, :uk1 his thin lips 
beneath the dose little grey moustache smilc<l. 

“That often happens with trusts, Dinny. You've got 
very nice legs.” 

“So I ought, dear, considering you and motlicr.” 

“Mine arc all right for a hoot—stringy. Did you ask 
Mr. Desert down?” 

“No, not to-day.” 

The General put his hands into his sidc“p< »ckcts. He had 
taken off his dinner jacket and was wcarhtg m old snuff- 
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coloured shooting coat; Dinny noticed that the cuffs were 
slightly frayed, and one leather button missing. His dark, 
high-shaped eyebrows contracted till there were three 
ridges right in the centre of his forehead; he said gently: 

don’t understand that change of religion, you know, 
Dinny. Milk or lemon?” 

“Lemon, please.” 

She was thinking: 'Now is the moment, after all. 
Courage!’ 

“Two lumps?” 

“Thiee, with lemon. Dad.” 

The General took up the tongs. He dropped three 
lumps into the cup, then a slice of lemon, put back the 
tongs, and bent down to the kettle. 

“Boiling,” he said, and filled up the cup; he put a 
covered spoonful of tea into it, withdrew the spoon and 
handed the cup to his daughter. 

Dinny sat stirring the thin golden liquid. She took a sip, 
rested the cup on her lap, and turned her face up to him. 

“I can explain it. Dad,” she said, and thought: Tt will 
only make him understand even less.’ 

The General filled his own cup, and sat down. Dinny 
clutched her spoon. 

“You see, when Wilfrid was far out in Darfur he ran into 
a nest of fanatical Arabs, remaining from the Mahdi times. 
The chief of them had him brought into his tent and 
offered him his life if he would embrace Islam.” 

She saw her father make a little convulsive movement, so 
that some of the tea was spilled into his saucer. He raised 
the cup and poured it back. Dinny went on: 

“Wilfrid is like most of us nowadays about belief, only a 
great deal more so. It isn’t only that he doesn’t believe in 
Christianity, he actually hates any set forms of religion, he ‘ 
thinks they divide mankind and do more harm and bring 
more suffering than anything else. And then, you know— 
or you would if you’d read his poetry. Dad — ^the war left 
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him very bitter about the way lives are thrown away, 
simply spilled out like water at the orders of people who 
don’t know what they’re about.” 

Again the General made that slight convulsive move- 
ment. 

'Tes, Dad, but Fve heard Hul)ert talk in much the same 
way about that. Anyway, it has Wilfrid with a horror of 
wasting life, and the deepest distrust of ail shibboleths and 
beliefs. He only had al)out five minutes to decide in. It 
wasn’t cowardice, it was just bitter scorn that men can 
waste each other’s lives for beliefs that to him seem equally 
futile. And he just shrugged ;uul accepted. Having 
accepted, he had to keep his word and go through the 
forms. Of course, you don’t: know him, st) 1 suppose it’s 
useless.” She sighed and drank thirstily. 

The General had pur his own cup down; he rose, filled a 
pipe, lit it, and stood by the hearth. His face was lined 
and dark and grave. At last he said: 

‘‘I’m out of my depth. Is the reliifion of one’s fathers for 
hundreds of years to go for nothing, then? Is all that has 
made us the proudest people in tlic world to be chucked 
away at the bidding of an Arab? 1 lave men like the 
Lawrences, John Nicholson, Chumherlayne, Sandeman, a 
thousand others, who spent and gave their lives to build up 
an idea of the English as brave men and true, to be knocked 
into a cocked hat by every iu'iglishinat'i who’s threatened 
with a pistol?” 

Dinny’s cup clattered on its saucer. 

‘‘Yes, but if not by every Ihtglishman, Dinny, why by 
one? Why by this one?” 

Quivering all over, Dintiy tlid not answer. Neither 
Adrian nor Sir Lawrence liad made her feel like this — for 
the first time she had been reached and mt ed by the other 
side* Some age-long string had been pulled within her, or 
she was infected by the emotion of one witom she had 
always admired and loved, and whom she had hardly ever 
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seen stirred to eloquence. She could not speak. 

"1 don’t know if I’m a religious man,” the General went 
on; "'the faith of my fathers is enough for me” — ^and he 
made a gesture, as if adding, "I leave myself aside’ — "^but, 
Dinny, I could not take dictation of that sort; I could not, 
and I cannot understand how he could have.” 

Dinny said, quietly: "I won’t try to make you. Dad; let’s 
take it that you can’t. Most people have done something in 
their lives that other people could not understand if it were 
known. The difference here is that this thing of Wilfrid’s 
is known.” 

‘"You mean the threat is known — the reason for the ?” 

Dinny nodded. 

“How?” 

“A Mr. Yule brought the story back from Egypt; Uncle 
Lawrence thinks it can’t be scotched. I want you to know 
the worst.” She gathered her wet stockings and shoes in 
her hand. “Would you mind telling Mother and Hubert 
for me. Dad?” And she stood up. 

The General drew deeply at his pipe, which emitted a 
gurgling sound. 

“Your pipe wants cleaning, dear. I’ll do it to-morrow.” 

“He’ll be a pariah,” burst from the General, “he’ll be a 
pariah! Dinny, Dinny!” 

No two words could have moved and disarmed her 
more. At one stroke they shifted his opposition from the 
personal to the altruistic. 

She bit her lip and said: 

“Dad, I shall pipe my eye if I stay down here with you. 
And my feet are very cold. Good-night, darling!” 

She turned and went quickly to the door, whence she saw 
him standing like a horse that has just been harnessed. 

She went up to her room and sat on her bed, rubbing her 
cold feet one against the other. It was done! Now she had 
only to confront the feeling that would henceforth surround 
her like a wall over which she must climb to the fulfilment 
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of her love. Aad what surjirised her most, while she 
rubbed and rubbed, was knowing that her fethcr’s words 
had drawn from her a secret endorsement which had not 
made the slightest inroad on her feeling for Wilfrid. Was 
love, then, quite detached from judgment? Was the old 
image of a blind God true? Was it even true that defects in 
the loved one made him the dearer? That seemed borne 
out, at all events, by the dislike one had for the too good 
people in books; one’s revolt against the heroic figure; 
one’s impatience at the sight of virtue rewarded. 

‘Is it that my family’s sfandartl,’ she thought, ‘is higher 
than mine, or simply that 1 want him close to me and 
don’t care what he is or docs so long as he cr)mes?’ And she 
had a strange and sudden feeling of knowing Wilfrid to the 
very core, with all his faults and shortcomings, and with a 
something that redeemed and made up for them and would 
keep her love alive, for in that, in that only, was an clement 
mysterious to her. And she thouglit with a rueful smile: 
‘All evil I know by instinct; it’s goodness, truth, beauty 
that keep me guessing!’ And, almost too tired to undress, 
she got into bed. 



CHAPTER XIII 


‘The Briery/ Jack Muskham’s residence at Royston, was 
old-fashioned and low, unpretentious without, comfortable 
within. It was lined with the effigies of race-horses and 
sporting prints. Only in one room, seldom used, was any 
sign of a previous existence. ‘Here,’ as an American 
newspaper man put it, when he came to interview the last 
of the dandies’ on the subject of bloodstock, ‘here were 
evidences of this aristocrat’s early life in our glorious 
South West. Here were specimens of Navaho rugs and 
silver work; the plaited horsehair from El Paso; the great 
cowboy hats; and a set of Mexican harness dripping with 
silver. I questioned my host about this phase in his career. 
“OhI that,” he said, in his Britisher’s drawl, ‘T had five 
years cow-punchin’ when I was a youngster. You see, I 
had only one thought — horses, and my father thought that 
might be better for me than ridin’ steeplechases here/’ 

‘ “Can I put a date to that?” I asked this long lean, patrician 
with the watchful eyes and the languid manner. 

‘ “Why, yes, I came back in 1901, and except for the 
war I’ve been breedin’ bloodstock ever since/’ 

‘ “And in the war?” I queried. 

‘ “OhI” he answered; and I seemed to sense that I was 
intruding on him: “The usual thing. Yeomanry, cavalry, 
trenches, and that,” 

‘ “Tell me, Mr. Muskham,” I said: “Did you enjoy your 
life over with us out there?” 

‘ “Enjoy?” he said: “Rather, don’t you know.” ’ 

The interview, produced in a Western paper, was 
baptised with the heading: 

“ENJOYED LIFE IN SOUTHLAND, 

SAYS BRITISH dandy/’ 





lot 
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The stud farm was fully a mile from R. vy:.iofi v and 
at precisely a quarter to ten every day, whcai imt away at 
races, bloodstock sales, or wlnif tun. Jack Mushham 
mounted his potter jaony anti ainlded »>i! to what the 
journalist liad tcrineU Ids '‘etpiine niirst-rw" 1 ic was 
accustomed to poitit to this iH>f!cr pemy as an example of 
what horses hccoinc if never sf'nken tn In ariv hut a /gentle 
voice. She was an inteliipeiit Ittfle t liree' vear- okf tlirec- 
quatter-bred, witli a tine imae.e <'oknnvti eo.n o\ct which 
someone seemed to have thrown a hook* tu ioi, and then 
imperfectly removed the splashes. Ik, ', nod a sliyjuly ragged 
crescent on her torelHsid, she li.id tsi wimi* at all; lier mane 
was hogged, and Iter hunt tail hatiget! jir-f iiclow her iiocks. 

Her eyes were t|ui€r and hri;dn» atal'- hu' a iiorse diet 

teeth were pearly. She niovwi with a ilus)' adiigdng action, 
quickly recovering from any stutnhkn Utdiien with a 
single rein applied to her nci:k, her mrajth was never 
touched. She was Inn iouitcvn tW{\ ami jai k Musklianfs 
legs, he using long stirrup Icathci'N, e.,tme duwn very far. 
Riding Iter, as he s.iid, was like sntmg in a vn i v ra^v chair, 
Besides himself , only tme Inn*, elRrani lr»r rhr tpiietncss of 
his voice, liands, twarves, aiad tein|'H'r, was .iliiiwcai to liundle 
her. 

Dismounting frmn this atiiiual at the sm'e the quad- 
rangular yard which Idrnied thn ’.tarik"., j.ud. Muskiiani 
would enter, smoking one of his spenal iag.areites in a 
short amber holder, atui he jMltnai on rue nmfial grass by 
his stud groom, lie would thett pu: < »ut \n ■ » yiyurttc, and 
they would go round tlie boxes where i ite h ‘al-« wi mid he 
with their mothers, and tire yearlingy. and have* this ami 
that one out to he led romad tlw tan fiat i. ^Hni h adudncd 
the boxes round the yard. After this iie.peiiiou, they 
would pass under the archway t ♦pp^ rat c f iie rnt ranee and go 
to the paddocks to see the loafs, and yrat lings at 

grass. Discipline in, his *ecjuine imrserv* was I'H’ileet; to ail 
seeming his employees were as ijuici, as clean, as well- 
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behaved as the horses they had charge of. From the 
moment of his entrance to the moment when he emerged 
and remounted his potter pony, his talk would be of 
horses — sparing and to the point. And, daily, there were 
so many little things to see and say that he was rarely back 
at the house till one o’clock. He never discussed breeding 
on its scientific side with his stud groom, in spite of that 
functionary’s considerable knowledge, because, to Jack 
Muskham, the subject was as much a matter of high 
politics as the foreign relations of his country are to a 
Secretary for Foreign Aflairs. His mating decisions were 
made in privacy, following the conclusions of close study 
welded to what he would have termed his ‘flair’ and others 
might have called his prejudices. Stars might come loose. 
Prime Ministers be knighted. Archdukes restored, towns 
swallowed up by earthquakes, together with all other 
forms of catastrophe, so long as Jack Muskham could 
blend St. Simon on Speculum with the right dashes of 
Hampton and Bend Or; or, in accordance with a more 
original theory of his own, could get old Herod through 
Le Sancy at the extreme top and extreme bottom of a 
pedigree which had Carbine and Barcaldinc blood in 
between. He was, in fact, an idealist. To breed the 
perfect horse was his ideal, as little realisable, perhaps, as 
the ideals of other men, and far more absorbing — ^in his 
view. Not that he ever mentioned it — one did not use such 
a wordi Nor did he bet, so that he was never deflected in 
his judgments by earthly desires. Tall, in his cigar-brown 
overcoat, specially lined with camel’s hair, and his fawn- 
coloured buckskin shoes and fawn-coloured face, he was 
probably the most familiar figure at Newmarket; nor was 
there any member of the Jockey Club, with the exception 
of three, whose dicta were more respected. He was in fact 
an outstanding example of the eminence in his walk of life 
that can be attained by a man who serves a single end with 
complete and silent fidelity. In truths behind this ideal of 
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the 'perfect horse’ lay the shape of his own soul. Jack 
Muskham was a formalist, one of the few survivors in a 
form-shattering age; and that his formalism had pitched on 
the horse for its conspicuous expression was due in part to 
the completeness with which the racc-horsc was tied to the 
stud book, in part to the essential symmetry of that 
animal, and in part to the refuge the cult of it afforded from 
the whirr, untidiness, glare, blare, unending scepticism, and 
intrusive blatancy of what he termed “this mongrel age.” 

At 'The Briery’ two men did all the work except scrub- 
bing, for which a wom^m came in daily. Ihit for that, there 
was no sign in all the liouse tliat women existed in this 
world. It was monastic as a clul) w'liich has not succumbed 
to female service, and as miicii more comfortable as it was 
smaller. The rooms were low, anti two wide staircases 
reached the only upper floor, where tlu* rooms wore lower 
still. The books, apart from ciidlcss volumes relating to 
the race-horse, wore eitlicr works of travel or of history, or 
detective novels; other fiction, with its scepticism, slangy 
diction, descriptions, sent i mcnr , a nd sensation, was 
absent, if an exception I k* made of complete sets of Surtees, 
Whytc-Melville, and Thackeray. 

As, in the pursuit by men of tlicir ideals, there is almost 
always some saving element of irony, so in the case of jade 
Muskham. He, whose atm in life w*as t he prt aluction of the 
perfect thoroughbred, was actually en;»aged in an attempt 
to cast the thoroughluud, as hitla-rto conceived, from 
musssile to crupper, on to the scrap lic-ap, and substitute for 
it an animal with a cross of blood not as yet in the Stud 
BookI 

IJncoascious of this discrepancy, he was seated at lunch 
with Tclfourd Yule, still discussit\g the transportation of 
Arab mares, when Sir Lawrence M< nit; was announced, 

"Lunch, Lawrence?” 

"I have lunched. Jack. But codec would be the very 
thing; also some brandy,” 
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‘"Then let’s go into the other room,” 

""You have here/’ said Sir Lawrence, “what I never 
thought to see again, the bachelor’s box of my youth. 
Jack is very remarkable, Mr. Yule. A man who can afford 
to date in these days is a genius. Do I see Surtees and 
Whyte-Melville entire? Mr, Yule, what did Mr. Waffles 
say in Mr. Sponge’s Sporting Tour when they were holding 
Caingey up by the heels to let the water run out of his 
pockets and boots?” 

Yule’s humorous mug expanded, but he was silent. 

“Exactiyl” said Sir Lawrence: “No one knows nowa- 
days. He said: ‘Why, Caingey, old boy, you look like a 
boiled porpoise with parsley sauce.’ Yes, and what did Mr. 
Sawyer answer in Market Harhoro, when the Honourable 
Crasher drove at the turnpike gate, saying: ‘It’s open I 
think’.^” 

Yule’s face, as of indiarubber, expanded further, and 
he was still more silent. 

“Dear, dear! Jack?” 

“He said: ‘I think not’.” 

“Good!” Sir Lawrence sank into a chair. “And was it? 
No. Well! Have you arranged to steal that mare? Fine! 
And when you get her over?” 

“I shall put her to the most suitable sire standing. I 
shall mate the result with the most suitable sire or 
mare I can find. Then I shall match the result of that 
mating privately against the best of our present thorough- 
breds of the same age. If I’m proved right I ought to 
be able to get my Arab mares entered in the Stud Book- 
Tm trying to get three mares, by the way.” 

“How old are you. Jack?” 

“Rising fifty-three.” 

“I’m sorry. This is good coffee.” 

After that the three sat silent, awaiting the real purpose 
of this visit. 

“Fve come, Mn Yule,” said Sir Lawrence, suddenly, 

■H ■ 
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“about that affair of young Desert’s.” 

“Not true, I hope?” 

“Unfortunately, yes. He makes no bones about it.” 
And, turning his monocle on Jack Muskham’s face, he-saw 
there exactly what he had expected. 

“A man,” said Muskham slowly, “ought to keep his 
form better than that, even if he is a poet.” 

“We won’t go into the rights and wrongs. Jack. Let 
it go at what you say. All the same” — and Sir Lawrence’s 
manner acquired strange gravity— “I want you two to keep 
mum. If it comes out, it can’t Ire helped, but I beg that 
you’ll neither of you say anything.” 

“I don’t like the look of the lellow,” said Muskham 
shortly. 

“That applies to at least nine-tenths of the people we 
see about; the reasoti is not atlequate.” 

“He’s one of those bitter, sceptical young moderns, with 
no real knowledge of the world and no reverence for 
anything.” 

“I know you hold a brief for the past, jack, but don’t 
bring it into this.” 

“Why not?” 

“Well, I didn’t want to mention it, but he’s engaged to 
my favourite niece, Ditmy Cherrcll.” 

“That nice gitll” 

“Yes. We none of us like it, except my boy Michael, 
who still swears by Desert. But Dinny has got her 
teeth into it, and 1 don’t think anything will budge 
her.” 

“She can’t he allowed to marry a man who’s bound for 
Coventry the moment this comes out.” 

“The more he’s taboo, the closer she’ll stick to him.” 

“I like that" said Muskham. “What do you say, Yule?” 

“It’s no affair of mine. If Sir Lawrcticc wants me to 
say nothing, I shall say nothing.” 

“Of course it’s no affair of ours; all the same, if making 
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it known would stop your niece, I’d do it. I call it a 
damned shame!’' 

^It would have just the opposite effect. Jack. Mr. Yule, 
you know a lot about the Press. Suppose this story leaks 
into the Press, as it well may; what then?” 

Yule’s eyes snapped. 

‘‘First they’ll tell it vaguely of a certain English 
traveller; then they’ll find out whether it’s denied by 
Desert; then they’ll tell it of him, with a good many details 
wrong, but not so wrong as all that. If he admits it, he 
can’t object. The Press is pretty fair, and damned in- 
accurate.” 

Sir Lawrence nodded. ‘Tf I knew anyone going in for 
journalism, I should say: ‘Be strictly accurate, and you 
will be unique.’ I have not read any absolutely accurate 
personal paragraphs in the papers since the war.” 

“That’s their dodge,” said Yule; “they get a double 
shot — first the inaccurate report and then the correction.” 

“I loathe the Press,” said Muskham. “I had an American 
press-man here. There he sat, and short of kicking him 
out — ^I don’t know what on earth he made of me.” 

“Yes, you date. Jack. To you Marconi and Edison are 
the world’s two greatest malefactors. Is it agreed, then, 
about young Desert?” 

“Yes,” said Yule; and Muskham nodded. 

Sir Lawrence passed swiftly from the subject. 

“Nice country about here. Are you staying long, Mr. 
Yule?” 

“I go back to Town this afternoon.” 

“Let me take you.” 

“WilHngly.” 

Half an hour later they had started. 

“My cousin Jack,” said Sir Lawrence, “ought to be left 
to the nation. In Washington there’s a museum with 
groups of the early Americans under glass smoking the 
communal pipe, holding tomahawks over each other, and 
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that sort of thing. One might have Jack—’’ Sir 
Lawrence paused: “Tha£^s the frouhlc! How could one 
have Jack preserved? It's so diliiculc to perpetuate the 
unemphatic. You can catch anythitig that juntps uroiuKl; 
but when there’s no attitude except a watcldul kutguor— 
and yet a man witli a God of Ids oWfL” 

*Torm, and hltiskham is its prophet.” 

mighty of course/’ munnured Sir Lawrence, ‘1,jc 
preserved in the act of iighting a dud. 1‘hai’s pcih.ips tlic 
only human activity formal cnougfi.” 

^Term’s doometh” said Yule. 

‘ILml Nothing so hard to kill as the sense of shape. 
For what is life imt the sense of shape, Mr. \hi!e? Hcducc 
everything to dead similarity, ami still shape will *uut/ ’’ 

”Yes/’ said Yule, ”byt Yornf is shape hrouglu fa 
perfection-point and standardked; and pcHniian Ihu'ch 
our bright young things.” 

^*That nice expression. But do they exist oufside lioob, 
Mr. Yuk?” 

**Don’£ they! And yawn-making— as call id 

rd sooner attend City dinners lut the w\t uf my hfe 
than spend a week-end in the company oi thtise liriiJn 

young things.” 

“1 doubt,” said Sir lawrence, ”whcihrr Fve c«imc 
across them.” 

*^You should thank God. lliey never ?uaj|i iMlkiiig day 
or night, not evert in their couplings.” 

**You don’t seem tci like them.” 

”Well ” said Yule, kHiking like a gargoyle, ’hliry raift 
Stand me any more than I can itand ihrm. A biirtiig liiilc 
crowd, but, luckily, of no impnrtancc/* 

**I hope,” mid Sir Lawien«, Jack m run riykiiig 
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“L<wr angel," said Sir I.awrenre. “ ‘Spiritual pride, my 
buckP Sotnething line about it.” 

Yule ntxlded. “I don’r miml it myself; and his verse is 
rood. But all revolt’s anathenu to Mushhain. lie likes 
'mentality elipp<-d, with its matte pi.dted, stepping delie.uely 

to the snatlle.'’ , . , , 

"I iloti’t know," murmurcti Sir l.awrcnee, I think llto.se 
two jnight like each ttthcr, if they eoukl shoot each other 
first. Queer people, we luiglishi” 



CHAPTER XIV 


WHEN,about the same time that aficnionn, Adrian eiik-u-d 
his brother’s parish and traversed the mean street leadiiit; 
to the Vicarage of St. Aiigustine’s-iii-iiic- Meads, 
people were being tdmost too well iilusirateil six tioors 
round the comer. 

An ambulance stood in front' of a house without a 
future, and all who had something better to <io weie 
■watching it. Adrian made one of the party. h'rt»m the 
miserable edifice two men and a nurse were hearing the 
stretched-out btidy of a child, followeil hv a wailing, 
middle-aged, rcd-fiiccd woman and u growling, white-' 
faced man with a drooping moustache. 

“What’s up?” said Adrian to a ptilicem.m. 

“The child's g<Jt to have an operation. Vou’d think 
she was goin’ to be murdered, insteml of havin' the best 
that care can give her. There’s the Vicar. It' he can’t 
quiet ’em, no one can/’ 

Adrian saw his brother come out of the house and join 
the white-faced man. I he growling ccaseii, hnt the W( nnan's 
wails increased. I he child was ensconced hy now in the 
ambulance, and the mother made an unwich'ly rush at its 
door. 

forZrf”** **^"**^^" policeman, stepping 


Adrian saw I hlary put his hand on the wumatj’s shtnildcr. 
bhe turned as if to deliver a wide-mouthed imptreation, 
but a mere whimper issued. Hilary [tut his arm through 
hers and drew her quietly back into the house. ’Hie amlm- 
lancc drove away. Adrian moved up to the white-faced 
1^ and offered him a cigarette. He took it with a 
Thanks, mister," and followed his wife. 
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All was over, 'fhe little crowd liad gone. The policentun 
stood tlu're ulotic. 

“TIr* Vicar's a wcHidiO'd’ he said. 

*hMy hrotherd’ saitl Adrian, 

'rhe polic'cniun IooIohI at him more respectfully, 
rare cunf sir, the Vicar/' 
tjuite agree, \\*as that child very Ixiil?'* 

'AX’on'f live the ilay our, unless they operate. Scvins 
as if they\i saved it up to make a close run. just an 
acciilenf the Vicar Itappening on if. Some peopleXI rather 
ilic than go into 'ospitals^ let ahme their chilthcn/" 

'*lndepend<’nce/' said Adrian. *‘i utulciNfanii the 
feeling/' 

**Well^ if vou put it that way, sir, so tirj h Still, they've 
got a wrett'hetl honw in rhcrc, atid everythittg of tlic hesr 
in tiie kvgm.it/' 

dk* it never s«r Itumlde ' '* ^juoted Atlrian. 

*''rha/s rigitf. And in iny opinirm it's rcspoiisildc for 
these slums. Very shimn'iy remnd these parts^ hiit iry and 
move the people, imd tku/t they let ymt know! *rhe Vhcar 
^locs gi^otl Work, recotHlitiouif/ the kmses, as they call it. 
If you want him, !*tl go and tell Inm," 

**C)!i! ri! watt/' 

‘*You\i !>c syfjuised/* saitl the policeman, **thc things 
pef*plc'l! pm up with sooner than lie messed ahout, And 
you cufi call il what you like; Socialism, Camiiiiiiriiim, 
Govcriimeni hy the jirople for the {wople, all ronics to 
that in the cud, messin* ytni ahoui. Mere! You move out 
No haw*kif/ in thb sircci!’* 

A man muili a harrow who had looked as if he hid 
!>ccn goitig to cry 'Wiiikicsr ilicrcd the »liajic of his 
niotiilu 
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answering the policeman’s salute, atldcd; “Arc those 
petunias coming up, Bell?” 

“They are, sir; my wife thinks no enti of ’em.” 
“Splendid! Look herd You’ll pa.ss tlie hospital on vour 
way home, you might ask about that t hild for me;' and 
ring me if the news is liad.” 

“I will. Vicar; pleased to do if.” 

1 hanks, Bell. Now, old man, let’s go in and ha\'e 
some tea.” 


Mrs. Hilary being at a meeting, the l.rothers had tea 
by themselves, 

‘Ivc come about Dinny,” said Adrian, and unfolded 
her story. 

sayin.h." be s.iid at htst: 

Judge not that ye be not iudgeti,’ is cstt.ioidituriiy 
comlorting, until you’ve got to do something uliout it. 
After that it appears tt) amount to less than nothing; all 
action is ba.scd on judgments, tacit or not. is Diimv verv 
much in love?** ^ ^ 


Adrian nodded. Hilary drew deeply at his juiw. 

I dent like it a little bit, then. I’ve always wanted a 
clear sky for Dinny; and this looks to me like a sirocco, 
I suppose no amount of puttitig it to her frotn other 
people s pomts of view is any gotni?” 

"I should say mine.” 

“Is there anything you want me to d<»?” 

Adrian shook his h^. “I only wanted your reaction.” 

sorrow that Dmny’s going to have a !.ad time As 

to that recantation, my cloth rises on me, bur whether it 

T * * P-Mi'-Ui'-l i;nKU.I.,m„. 

1 don t know. 1 suspea the older Adam " 

"If Dtoy means‘to stick to this.” sdd Adrian. ”or« 

has to happen to a person one lom, one can f»nly hch» liv 
sw^ow% the idea of Jt whole. I shall try to like hli 
aad see his point of view.” ^ 
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‘"He prooaDiy tiasnt one,” said Hilary. """Au fond^ you 
know, like ‘Lord Jim,’ he just jumped; and he almost 
certainly knows it at heart.” 

“The more tragic for them both; and the more necessary 
to stand by.” 

Hilary nodded. 

“Poor old Con will be badly hit. It gives such a chance 
to people to play the Pharisee. I can see the sldrts being 
drawn aside.” 

“Perhaps,” said Adrian, “modern scepticism will just 
shrug its shoulders and say: ‘Another little superstition 
gone westr ” 

Hilary shook his head. 

“Human nature, in the large, will take the view that he 
kow-towed to save his life. However sceptical people are 
nowadays about religion, patriotism, the Empire, the word 
gentleman, and all that, they still don’t like cowardice — 
to put it crudely. I don’t mean to say that a lot of them 
aren’t cowards, but they still don’t like it in other people; 
and if they can safely show their dislike, they will.” 

“Perhaps the thing won’t come out.” 

“Bound to, one way or another; and, for young Desert, 
the sooner the better. Give him a chance to captain his 
soul again. Poor little Dinnyl This’ll test her sense of 
humour. Ohl dear mel I feel older. What does Michael 
say?” 

“Haven’t seen him since.” 

“Do Lawrence and Em know?” 

“Probably.” 

“Otherwise it’s to be kept dark, eh?” 

“Yes. Well, I must be getting on.” 

“I,” said Hilary, “shall carve my feelings into my Roman 
galley; I shall get half an hour at it, unless that child has 
collapsed.” 

Adrian strode on to Bloomsbury. And while he went he 
tried tp put himself in the place of one threatened with 
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sudden extinction. No future life, no chance of seeing 
again those he loved; no promise, assured or even vague, 
of future conscious experience analogous to that of this 
life! 

Ifs the sudden personal emergency coming out of the 
blue/ he thought, Vith no eyes on you, that’s the acid 
test. Who among us knows how hc’il come through it?’ 

His brothers, the soldier and the priest, v'caikl accept 
extinction as a matter of simple duty; even his hrotlua: the 
judge, though lie would want to argue tlu' point and 
might convert his executioner. "But I?"" he thought, d low 
rotten to die like that for a belief I haven’t gtV’, in a retnotc 
corner of the earth, without even the sat isiacticui of 
knowing that my death was going to benefit anybody, or 
would ever even be knownf Without professiotuil ()r 
official prestige to preserve, faced by such an issue, 
requiring immediate decision, one would liave ne> time to 
weigh and balance; would be thrown inick on instinct. 
One^s temperament would decide. And ii' it were like 
young Desert’s, judging from his verse; if he were accus- 
tomed to being in opposition to his fellows, or at least 
out of touch with them; scornful of convcntioti and 
matter-of-fact English bull-doggedness; secretly, perhaps, 
more in sympathy with Arabs than with his <nvn cotnurv- 
men, would he not almost infallibly decide as Desert had.^ 
"God knows how I should have acted,’ th< night Adrian, 
"but I understand, and in a way 1 sympathise. Anyway, 
Fm with Dinny in this, and Til see her thnnigh; as slie 
saw me through that Ferse business/ Aiui, having reached 
a conclusion, he felt better. • . . 

But Hilary carved away at his Roman galley, lliosc 
classical studies be had so neglected had led up to his 
becoming a parson, and he could no longer understand 
why. What sort of young man could he have l>ccn 
think he was fit for it? Why had he not taken to forestry, 
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become a cowboy, or done almost anything that kept him 
out of doors instead of in the slummy heart of a dim city? 
Was he or was he not based on revelation? And, if not, 
on what was he based? Planing away at an after-deck 
such as that whence those early plumbers, the Romans, 
had caused so many foreigners to perspire freely, he 
thought: serve an idea, with a superstructure which 

doesn't bear examination/ Still, the good of mankind was 
worth working fori A doctor did it in the midst of hum- 
bug and ceremony. A statesman, though he knew that 
democracy, which made him a statesman, was ignorance 
personified. One used forms in which one didn't believe, 
and even exhorted others to believe in them. Life was a 

practical m atter of c omp romise. ‘We're all he 

thought, ‘using doubtful means to good ends. I should 
have had to die for my cloth, as a soldier dies for his. But 
that’s neither here nor there!' 

The telephone bell rang, and a voice said: 

“The Vicar! . . . Yes, sir! . . . That girl. Too far 
gone to operate. So if you'd come, sir." 

Hilary put down the receiver, snatched his hat, and ran 
out of the house. Of all his many duties the deathbed was 
least to his taste, and, when he alighted from the taxi 
before the hospital, the lined mask of his face concealed 
real dread. Such a child! And nothing to be done except 
patter a few prayers and hold her hand. Criminal the way 
her parents had let it run on till it was too late. But to 
imprison them for it would be to imprison the whole 
British race, which never took steps to interfere with its 
independence till the last minute, and that too late! 

“This way, sir," said a nurse. 

In the whiteness and order of a small preliminary room 
Hilary saw the little figure, white-covered, collapsed, and 
with a deathly face. He sat down beside it, groping for 
words with which to warm the child's last minutes. 

‘Shan’t pray/ he thought, ‘she's too young.' 
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The child’s eyes, struggling out of their morpbined 
immobility, flitted with terror round the room and fixed 
themselves, horror-stricken, first on the white ilgurc of 
the nurse, then on the doctor in his overalls, i lilary 
raised his hand. 

^‘D’you mind,” he said, "'leaving her with me a moment?” 

They passed into an adjoining room. 

"Lool” said Hilary softly. 

Recalled by his voice from their terrified wandering, 
the child’s eyes rested on his smile. 

"Isn’t this a nice clean place? Lool What d’yoii like 
best in ail the world?” 

The answer came almost inaudibly from the wliite 
puckered lips: ""Pictures.” 

""That’s exactly what you’re going to have, every day— 
twice a day. Think of that. Shut your eyes and have a 
nice sleep, and when you wake the pictures will I)egin. 
Shut your eyesi And I’ll tell you a story. Nothinif s iroinn 
to happen to you. See! I’m here.” ' 

He thought she had closed her eyes, but pain gripped lict 
suddenly again; she began whimpering and t hen screamed. 

""God!” murmured Hilary. ""Another toucli, doctor, 
quicki” 

The doctor injected morphia. 

""Leave us alone again,” 

The doctor slipped away, and the child’s eyes came 
slowly back to Hilary’s smile. lie laid his fingers on her 
small emaciated hand. 

""Now, Loo, listen! 

‘The Walrus and the Carpenter were walking hand in 
hand, 

They wept like anything to see such quantities of 
sand. 

If seven maids with seven broomS' could sweep for 
half a year, 
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Do you suppose/’ the Walrus said, “that they could ^et 
it clear?” 

“I doubt it,” said the Carpenter, and shed a bitter 
tear!’ ” 

On and on went Hilary, reciting 'The Mad Hatter’s 
Tea-party.’ And, while he murmured, the child’s eyes 
closed, the small hand lost warmth. 

He felt its cold penetrating his own hand and thought: 
*Now, God, if you are—give her pictures!’ 



CHAPTER XV 


When Dinny opened her eyes on the xnorning after she 
had told her father, she could not rememlxtr wliat her 
trouble was. Realisation caused her to sit up with a feeling 
of terror. Suppose Wilfrid ran away from it all, liack to 
the East or furtherl Pie well might, and thiiik he was 
doing it for her sake. 

1 can't wait till Thursday,' she thought; ‘I must go up. 
If only I had money, in case — ~I' She rummaged out her 
trinkets and took hasty stock of them. Tiie twa ) gent Icmen 
of South Molton Streetl In the matter of Jean’s emerald 
pendant they had behaved beautifully. She made a little 
parcel of her pledgeable ornaments, reserving the two or 
three she normally wore. There were none of much 
value, and to get a hundred pounds on them, she felt, 
would strain benevolence. 

At breakfast they all behaved as if nothitig had iKippened. 
So, then, they all knew the worst! 

Tlaying the angel!' she thought. 

When her father announced that he was going up to 
Town, she said she would come with him. 

I He looked at her, rather like a monkey <iuestioning 
^ man’s right not to be a monkey too. Why laul slie never 
before noticed that his brown eyes could have that 
flickering mournfulness? 

“Very well,” he said. 

“Shall I drive you?” asked Jean. 

“Thankfully accepted,” txjiurmured Dinny. 

Nobody said a word on the subject occupying all their 
thoughts. 

In the opened car she sat beside her father, llic may- 
blossom, rather late, was at its brightest, and its scent 
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qualified the frequent drifts of petrol fume. The sky had 
the high brooding grey of rain withheld. Their road 
passed over the Chilterns, through Hampden, Great 
Missenden, Chalfont, and Chorley Wood; land so English 
that no one, suddenly awakened, could at any moment of 
the drive have believed he was in any other country. It 
was a drive Dinny never tired of; but to-day the spring 
green and brightness of the may and apple bloom, the 
windings and divings through old villages, could not 
deflect her attention from the impassive figure by whom 
she sat. She knew instinctively that he was going to try 
and see Wilfrid, and, if so — she was, too. But when he 
talked it was of India. And when she talked it was of 
birds. And Jean drove furiously and never looked behind 
her. Not till they were in the Finchley Road did the 
General say: 

^ Where d’you want to be set down, Dinny?” 

"‘Mount Street.” 

“You’re staying up, then?” 

“Yes, till Friday.” 

“We’ll drop you, and I’ll go on to my Club. You’ll 
drive me back this evening, Jean?” 

Jean nodded without turning and slid between two 
vermilion-coloured buses, so that two drivers simul- 
taneously used the same qualitative word. 

Dinny was in a ferment of thought. Dared she telephone 
Stack to ring her up when her father came? If so, she 
could time her visit to the minute. Dinny was of those 
who at once establish liaison with "staff.’ She could not 
help herself to a potato without unconsciously conveying 
to the profferer that she was interested in his personality. 
She always said "Thank you,’ and rarely passed from the 
presence without having made some remark which be- 
trayed common humanity. She had only seen Stack three 
times, but she knew he felt that she was a human being, 
even if she did not come from Barnstaple. She mentally 
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reviewed hh lumber yniitldul Iiin uinfi.uiic iaa\ 

bkekdmired m\d largc-tEJsed* wifli cye'» in!l 
his curly nioiiflu juihtitruic ;i»d bme w *!i'nf . He 

moved upriglu luul ulinoM ;u u iMf. S\w luui smi him 
look at her as if suyifu: to himndl: it this i . to hr imr 
fatCi could I do with h'f I cotikld He \ur», *v1h* Irlf, [vr» 
mancntly devoted fit Whlhul She ilrfiiiiiinri! lu rid; if. 
When dry driwe away tVftiu her at Mnuiit Sfim, she 
thought: i lujpc I shall never he a taflrd* 

*Xjm I tclcplume, Hltirer'* 

'“Ortainly^ missd* 

She gave Wiltrid's numlser* 

**Is that Staekr Miss Clhrrrel! speaking, * , * W'otikl 
you do me a little laviunr My tafliet is gniiii* fu ser Mr. 
Desert to-day* General Sir (MnwayC'herir!!; I d«»ith Ititiw 
at what time* hut I want n» umie ni\%dl \Uiilr hr’% there* 

, * * Could ytiii ring me ufi here as suun as in- *irii\esr 
ril wait in* , * * Tlrarik yeni so vriv imuh. . . * Is Mr* 
Desert well? * • * Donh fell luiii i»r iin laihu, please* 
that Fm coming. Thank you ever sol” 

*N«wd she ihoughc ‘unless Fve inisfcMi! I hut! *rhcfe*!i 
a picture gallery opposife* I shall tc ahlr io see lurii leave 
from the window of it.’ 

No call came lielbre lunch* wdiidi ^lie liail wdih her 
aunt. 

, ‘‘Your uncle has seen Jack Muskham/* said faidy Mimt* 
in the middle, of lunch; '“Roystoii, you kiiomg anti he 
brought back the other one, just like a iiit mkr y i hey wmFt 
say anything. But Michael says he iiuiifiFt* Diiiny*” 
**Mustn*t what* .Aunt Em?” 

“Publkh that poem.** 

”0hi but he will” 

^*Why? Is itgoo#” 

”TIk. hut be hai ever wriiiefi*” 

”So uiiiieasiiary*” ' 

”Wilirki isn’t isfeimed* Amm Em*” 
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‘"Such a bore for you, I do think. I suppose pne of 
those companionable marriages wouldn’t do, would it?” 

“I’ve offered it, dear.” 

‘‘I’m surprised at you, Dinny.” 

“He didn’t accept it.” 

“Thank GodI I should hate you to get into the papers.” 

“Not more than I should myself, Auntie.” 

“Fleur got into the papers, libellin’.” 

“I remember.” 

“What’s that thing that comes back and hits you by 
mistake?” 

“A boomerang?” 

“I knew it was Australian. Why do they have an accent 
hke that?” 

“Really I don’t know, darling.” 

“And marsupials? Blore, Miss Dinny’s glass.” 

“No more, thank you. Aunt Em. And may I get 
down?” 

“Let’s both get down”; and, getting up, Lady Mont 
regarded her niece with her head on one side. “Deep 
breathin’ and carrots to cool the blood. Why Gulf Stream, 
Dinny? What gulf is that?” 

“Mexico, dear.” 

^The eels come from there, I was readin’. Are you goin’ 
out?” 

“I’m waiting for a ’phone call.” 

“When they say tr-r-roubled, it hurts my teeth. Nice 
girls, I’m sure. Coffee?” 

“Yes, Phaser 

“It does. One comes together like a puddin’ after it.” 

Dinny thought: ‘'Aunt Em always sees more than one 
thinks.’ 

“Bein’ in love,” continued Lady Mont, “is worse in the 
country — there’s the cuckoo. They don’t have it in 
America, somebody said. Perhaps they don’t fall in love 
there. Your Unde’U know. He came back with a story 


I 



122 


FLOWERING WILDERNESS 


about a poppa at Nooport. But that was years and years 
ago. I feel other people^^s insides/’ continued her aunt, 
uncannily. ^‘Where’s your father gone?” 

‘^To his Club.” 

"'Did you tell him, Dinny?” 

"Yes.” 

"'You’re his favourite.” 

"'Oh, no! Clare is.” 

""Fiddlel” 

"'Did the course of your love run smooth, Aunt Em?” 

"'I had a good figure,” replied her aunt; "too much, 
perhaps; we had then. Lawrence was my first.” 

"'ReaUy?” 

"'Except for choir-boys and our groom, and a soldier 
or two. There was a little captain with a black moustache. 
Inconsiderate, when one’s fourteen.” 

"'I suppose your "wooing’ was very decorous?” 

"‘No; your uncle was passionate. ’Ninety-one. There’d 
been no rain for thirty years.” 

"No such rain?” 

"Nol No rain at all — I forget where. There’s the 
telephonel” 

Dinny reached the ’phone just in front of the butler, 
t’ll be for me, Blore, thank you.” 
e took up the receiver with a shaking hand, 
hs? ... I sec . . . thank you, Stack . , . thank 
much. . . . Will you get me a taxi, Blorc?” 
rected the taxi to the ^lery opposite Wilfrid’s 
nought a catalogue, and went upstairs to the 
Here, under pretext of minutely examining 
55, called "JElhythm,’ a misnomer so far as she 
e, she kept watch on the door opposite. Her 
uld not already have left Wilfrid, for it was only 
mutes since the telephone call. Very soon, how- 
saw him issuing from the door, and watched him 
5 Street. His hc^.w^ bent, and he shook it onct 



FLOWERING WILDERNESS I23 

Of twice; she could not see his face, but she could picture 
its expression. 

^Gnawing his moustache/ she thought; ‘'poor Iambi’ 

The moment he rounded the corner she ran down, 
slipped across the street and up the first flight. Outside 
Wilfrid’s door she stood with her hand raised to the bell. 
Then she rang. 

‘‘Am I too late. Stack?” 

“The General’s just gone, miss.” 

“Oh! May I see Mr. Desert? Don’t announce me.”. 

“No, miss,” said Stack. Had she ever seen eyes more 
full of understanding? 

Taking a deep breath, she opened the door. Wilfrid 
was standing at the hearth with his head bent down on his 
folded arms. She stole silently up, waiting for him to 
realise her presence. 

Suddenly he threw his head up, and saw her. 

“Darling!” said Dinny, “so sorry for startling you!” And 
she tilted her head, with lips a little parted and throat 
exposed, watching the struggle on his face. 

He succumbed and kissed her. 

“Dinny, your father ” 

“I know. I saw him go. ‘Mr. Desert, I believe! My 
daughter has told me of an engagement, and — er— your 
position. I— er — ^have come about that. You have — er— 
considered what will happen when your — er — escapade out 
there becomes — er — Imown. My daughter is of age, she 
can please herself, but we are all extremely fond of her, 
and I think you will agree that in the face of si^ich a- — er — 
scandal it would be wholly wrong on your part — er— to 
consider yourself engaged to her at present.’ ” 

“Almost exact.” 

“And you answered?” 

“That I’d think it over. He’s perfectly right.” 

■ “He is perfectly wrong. I have told you before, ‘Love 
is not love which alters when it alteration finds/ 
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Michael you ought not to publish The Leopard.” 

“I must. I want it off my chest. When 1 m not with 
vou I’m hardly sane.” 

^ “I know! But, darling, those two are not going to say 
anvthing; need it ever come out? Things that don t come 
out quickly often don’t come out at all. Why go to meet 


“It im’t that. It’s some damned fear in me that I n>as 
yellow. I want the whole thing out. Then, yellow or not, 
I can hold my head up. Don’t you see, Dmny.'' 

She did see. The look on his face was enough. It s my 
business,’ she thought, ‘to feel as he does, whatever I 
tV,,nk; only so can I help him; perhaps only so can 1 keep 


“I understand, perfectly. Michael’s wrong. We 11 face 
the music, and our heads shall be ‘bloody but unbowed.^ 

Butwewon’tbe ‘captains of our souls,’whatcverhappens. 

And, having got him to smile, she drew him down 
beside her. After that long close silence, she opened her 
eyes with the slow look all women know how to give. 

“To-morrow is Thursday, Wilfrid. Will you mmd if 
we drop in on Uncle Adrian on the way home? He’s on 
our side. And about our engagement, we can say we 
aren’t engaged, and be all the same. Good-bye, my love 

Down in the vestibule by the front door as she was 
op enin g it. Stack’s voice said: 

‘‘Excuse me, miss.” 

“Yes?” 

“I’ve been with Mr. Desert a long time, and 1 was 
thinking. You’re engaged to him, if I don t mistake, 
miss?” 

“Yes and no. Stack. I hope to marry hint, however.” 

“Quite, miss. And a good thing, too, if you 11 excuse 
me. Mr. Desert is a sudden gentleman, and 1 was thinking 
if we were in leeaison, as you might say, it d be lor his 
good.” 
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‘‘I quite agree; that’s why I rang you up this morning.” 

I ve seen many young ladies in my time, but never 
one I’d rather he married, miss, which is why I’ve taken 
the liberty.” 

. held out her hand. “I’m terribly glad you did; 

it’s just what I wanted; because things are difficult, and 
going to be more so, I’m afraid.” 

Having polished his hand. Stack took hers, and they 
exchanged a rather convulsive squeeze. 

'2 there’s something on his mind,” he said. 

That s not my business. But I have known him to take 
very sudden decisions. And if you were to give me your 
telephone numbers, miss, I might be of service to you 
both.” ^ 

Dinny wrote them down. “This is the town one at my 
uncle. Sir Lawrence Mont’s, in Mount Street; and this is 
my country one at Condaford Grange in Oxfordshire 
One or the other is almost sure to find me. And 
you ever so. It takes a load off my mind.” 

And ofl mine, miss. Mr. Desert has every call on me. 
And I want the best for him. He’s not everybody’s money 
but he’s mine.” 


“And mine. Stack.” 

“I won’t bandy compliments, miss, but he’ll be a lucky 
•one, if you’ll excuse me.” 

Dinny smiled. “No, I shall be the lucky one. Good-bye 
and thank you again.” ’ 

She went away, treading, so to speak, on Cork Street. 
She had an ally in the lion’s mouth; a spy in the friend’s 
camp; a faithful traitorl Thus mixing her metaphors, she 
scurried back to her aunt’s house. Her father would 
almost certainly go there before returning to Condaford. 

Seeing his unmistakable old bowler in the hall, she 
took the precaution of removing her own hat before 
going to the drawing-room. He was talking to her aunt, 
and they stopped as she came in. Everyone would always 
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Stop now as she came in! Looking at them with quiet 
directness, she sat down. 

The General’s eyes met hets. 

‘TVe been to see Mr. Desert, Dinny.” 

'T know, dear. He is thinking it over. We shall wait 
till everyone knows, anyway.” 

The General moved uneasily. 

“^‘And if it is any satisfaction to you, we are not formally 
engaged.” 

The General gave her a slight bow, and Dinny turned 
to her aunt, who was fanning a pink fece with a piece of 
likc-coloured blotting-paper. 

There was a silence, then the General said: 

‘‘When are you going to Lippinghall, Em?” 

“Next week,” replied Lady Mont, “or is it the week 
after? Lawrence knows. Vm showing two gardeners at 
the Chelsea Flower Show. Boswell and Johnson, Dinny,” 

“Ohl Are they still with you?” 

“More so. Con, you ought to grow pcst:ifcra~nc), 
that’s not the name — ^that hairy anemone thing.” 

“Pulsatilla, Auntie.” 

“Charmin’ flowers. They want lime.” 

“We’re short of lime at Condafbrd,” said the General, 
“as you ought to know, Em.” 

“Our axdeas were a dream this year, Aunt Em.” 

I.ady Mont put down the blotting-i>aper. 

“I’ve been tcllin’ your fiithcr, Dinny, that it’s no good 
fussin’ you,” 

Dinny, watching her father’s glum face, s:dd: “Do you 
know that nice shop in Bond Street, Auntie, wIku'c tlwy 
make animals? I got a lovely little vixen and lier cubs 
there to make Dad like foxes better.” 

■ “Huntin’,” said Lady Mont, and sighed. “When they 
get up chimneys, it’s rather touchin’*” 

: . . “Even Dad doesn’t like digging out, or stopping earths, 
do you, Dad?” 
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“N-no!” said the General, “on the whole, no!” 

“Bloodin’ children, too,” said Lady Mont. “I saw you 
blooded. Con.” 

“Messy job, and quite unnecessary! Only the old raw- 
hide school go in for it now.” 

“He looked so nasty, Dinny.” 

“Yes, you haven’t got the face for it. Dad. It wants 
one of those snub-nosed, red-haired, freckled boys, that 
like killing for ttjc sake of killing .” 

The General rose. 

I must be going back to the Club. Jean picks me up 

there. When shall we see you, Dinny? Your mother ” 

and he stopped. 

“Aunt Em’s keeping me till Saturday.” 

The General nodded. He suffered his sister’s and 
daughter’s kiss with a face that seemed to say, ‘Yes — 
but ’ 

From the window Dinny watched his figure moving 
down the street, and her heart twitched. 

“Your father!” said her aunt’s voice behind her. “All 
this is very wearin’, Dinny.” 

“I think it’s very dear of Dad not to have mentioned 
the fact that I’m dependent on him.” 

‘Con is a dear,” said Lady Montj “he said the young 
man was respectful. Who was it said: ‘Goroo — ^goroo’?” 

“The old Jew in David Copperfield.” 

“Well, it’s what I feel.” 

Dinny turned from the window. 

“Auntie! I don’t feel the same being at all as I did two 
weeks ago. I’m utterly changed. Then I didn’t seem to have 
any desires; now I’m all one desire, and I don’t seem to care 
whether I’m decent or not. Don’t say Epsom salts!” 

Lady Mont patted her arm. ' ' 

“ ‘Honour thy father and thy mother,’ ” she said; 
“but then there was ‘Forsake all and follow me,’ so you 
can’t teO.” 
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“I can,” said Dinny. “Do you know what I’m hoping 
now? That everything will come out to-morrow. If it 
did, we could be married at once.” 

“Let’s have some tea, Dinny. Blore, teal Indian 
and rather strongl” 



CHAPTER XVI 


Dinny took her lover to Adrian’s door at the museum the 
next day, and left him there. Looking round at his tall, 
hatless, girt-in figure, she savr him give a violent shiver. 
But he smiled, and even at that distance she felt warmed by 
his eyes. 

Adrian, already notified, received the young man with 
what he stigmatised to himself as ‘morbid curiosity,’ and 
placed him at once in mental apposition to Dinny. A 
curiously diverse couple they would makel Yet, with a 
perception not perhaps unconnected with the custody of 
skeletons, he had a feeling that bis niece was not physically 
in error. This was a figure that could well stand or lie 
beside her. Its stringy grace and bony gallantry accorded 
with her style and slenderness; and the darkened face, with 
its drawn and bitter lines, had eyes which even Adrian, 
who had all the public-school-man’s impatience of male 
film stars, could see would be attractive to the feminine 
gender. Bones broke the ice to some degree; and over the 
identity of a supposed Hittite in moderate preservation 
they became almost cordial. Places and people whom they 
had both seen in strange conditions were a further in- 
centive to human feeling. But not till he had taken up 
his hat to go did Wilfrid say suddenly: 

“Well, Mr. Cberrell, what vrould j/ou do?” 

Adrian, who was looking up, halted and considered his 
questioner with narrowed eyes. 

“I’m a poor hand at advice, but Dinny is a precious 
baggage ” 

“She is.’^ 

Adrian bent and shut the door of a cabinet. 

This morning,” he said, “I watched a solitary ant in my 
129 
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bath-room trj^ing to make its way and find out about 
t^inas rm sorry to say I dropped some ashes from my 
Dipe^on it to see Uat it would do. Providence all over— 
Kys dropping ashes from its pipe on us to observe the 
result rve been in several minds, but I ve come to the 
conclusion that if you’re really in love 
a convulsive movement of Wilfrids body ended in the 
tight clenching of his hands on his hat— ^^as I see you are, 
and as I know her to be with you, then stand fast and work 
your way with her through the ashes. She’d rather be in 
the cart with you than in a PuUman with the rest of us. 
I beheve”— and Adrian’s face was illuminated by earnest- 
jiess— ‘that she is one of those of whom it is not yet 
written, ‘and they twain shall be one Jp/r//.’ ” The young 
man’s face quivered. 

‘Genuine!’ thought Andrian. 

“So think first of her, but not in the T love you so that 
nothing will induce me to marry you’ fashion. Do what 
she wants — ^when she wants it — she’s not unreasonable. 
And, honestly, I don’t believe you’ll either of you 
regret it.” 

Desert took a step towards him, and Adrian could see 
that he was intensely moved. But he mastered all ex- 
pression, save a little jerky smile, made a movement of one 
hand, turned, and went out. 

Adrian continued to shut the doors of cupboards that 
contained bones. ‘That,’ he was thinking, ‘is the most 
difficult, and in some ways the most beautiful face I’ve 
seen. The spirit walks upon its waters and is often nearly 
drowned. I wonder if that advice was criminal, because 
for some reason or other I believe he’s going to take it.’ 
And he returned to the reading of a geographical magazine 
which Wilfrid’s visit had interrupted. It contained a 
spirited account of an Indian tribe on the Amazon which 
had succeeded, even without the aid of American engineers 
at capitalistic salaries, in perfecting the Communistic 
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ideal. None of them, apparently, owned anything. Their 
whole lives, including the processes of nature, were passed 
in the pubHc eye. They wore no clothes, they had no laws; 
their only punishment, something in connection with red 
ants, was inflicted for the only offence, that of keepine 
anything to themselves. They lived on the cassava root 
variegated with monkey, and were the ideal community! 

‘A wonderful instance,’ thought Adrian, ‘of how the 
life of man tuns in cycles. Por the last twenty thousand 
years or so we’ve been trying, as we thought, to improve 
on the principle which guides the life of these Indians, only 
to find it reintroduced as the perfect pattern.’ 

He sat for some time with a smile biting deep into the 
folds about his mouth. Doctrinaires, extremists! That 
Arab who put a pistol to young Desert’s head was a symbol 
of the most mischievous trait in human nature! Ideas and 
creeds— what were they but half-truths, only useful in so 
far as they helped to keep life balanced? The neoFraDhical 
magazine slipped off his knee. « f 

He stopped on the way home in the garden of his square 
to feel the sun on his cheek and listen to a blackbird. He 
had all he wanted in Ufe: the woman he loved, fair health 
a fair salary— seven hundred a year and the prospect of a 
pension — two adorable children, not his own, so that he 
was free from the misgivings of more normal parents- an 
absorbing job, a love of nature, and another thirty years 
perhaps, before him. ‘If at this moment,’ he thought’ 
‘someone put a pistol to my head and said: “Adrian 
Chcrrcl!, renounce Christianity or out go your brains!” 
should 1 say with Clive in India: “Shoot and be damned!”?’ 
And he could not answer. The blackbird continued to 
sing, the young leaves to twitter in the breeze, the sun to 
warm his check, and life to be desirable in the quiet of 
that one-time fashionable square. ... 

Dinny, when she left those two on the verge of acquaiat- 
anceship, had paused, in two minds, and then gone north 
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to St. Augustine’s-iix-the-Meads. Her instinct was to sap 
the opposition of the outlying portions of her fiimily, so 
as to isolate the defences of her immediate people. She 
moved towards the heart of practical Christianity with a 
certain rather fearful exhilaration. 

Her Aunt May was in the act of dispensing tea to two 
young ex-Collegians before their departure to a club 
where they superintended the skittles, chess, draughts, and 
ping-pong of the neighbourhood. 

“If you want Hilary, Dinny, he had two committees, 
but they might collapse, because he’s almost the whole 
of both,” 

“You and uncle know about me, I suppose?” 

Mrs. Hilary nodded. She was looking very fresh in a 
sprigged dress. 

“Would you mind telling me what uncle feels about it?” 

“I’d rather leave that to him, Dinny. We neither of us 
remember Mr. Desert very well.” 

“People who don’t know him well will always misjudge 
him. But neither you nor uncle care what other pct>plc 
think.” She said this with a guileless expression wiiich 
by no means deceived Mrs. Hilary, accustomed to WometCs 
Institutes, 

“We’re neither of us very orthodox, as you know, 
Dinny, but we do both of us believe very deeply in what 
Christianity stands for, and it’sS no good pretciuling we 
don’t.” 

Dinny thought a moment, 

“Is that more than gentleness and courage and sell- 
sacrifice, and must one be a Christian to have those?” 

I d rather not talk about it, I should be sorry to say 
anything that would put me in a position difeerent from 
Hilary’s.” 

“Auntie, how model of youl” 

Mrs. Hilary smiled. And Dinny knew that judgment in 
this, quarter was definitely resc:nred. 
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She waited, talking of other things, till Hilary came in 
He was looking pale and worried. Her aunt gave him tea’ 
passed a hand over his forehead, and went out. 

Hilary drank off his tea and filled his pipe with a knot 
of tobacco screwed up in a circular paper. 

“Why corporations, Dinny? Why not three doctors 
three engineers, three architects, an adding machine, and 
a man of imagination to work it and keep them straight?” 
“Are you in trouble. Uncle?” ° 

^ Yes, gutting houses on an overdraft is ageing enough 
without corporational red tape.” " ’ 

Looking at his worn but smiling face, Dinny thought: 
I can t bother him with my little affairs.’ “You and Aunt 
May couldn’t spare time, I suppose, to come to the Chelsea 
Flower Show on Tuesday?” 

“My goodness!” said Hilary, sticking one end of a 
match into the centre of the knob and lighting the knob 
with the other end, “how I would love to stand in a tent 
and smell azaleas!” 

“We thought of going at one o’clock, so as to avoid the 
worst of the crush. Aunt Em would send for you.” 

“Can’t promise, so don’t send. If we’re not at the main 
entrance at one, you’ll know that Providence has inter- 
vened. And now, what about you? Adrian has told me.” 

I don’t want to bother you. Uncle.” 

Hilary’s shrewd blue eyes almost disappeared. He 
expelled a cloud of smoke. 

Nothing that concerns you will bother me, my dear, 
except in so far as it’s going to hurt you. I suppose you 
Dinny?” ' ^ ^ 

“Yes, I must.” 

Hilary sighed. 

“In that case it remains to make the best of it. But the 
world loves the martyrdom of others. I’m afraid he’ll have 
a bad Press, as they say,” 

“I’m sure he will.” 
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“T only just remember him, as a rather tall, scornful 
young man i a buff waistcoat, bias he lost the scorn?” 

Dinnv snulcd. , r n 

“It’s not the side I see much of at present. 

“I sincerely trust,” said Hilary, “that he ha.s not what 
they call devouring passions.” 

“Not so far as I have observed. 

“I mean Dinny, that once that type has eaten its cake, 
it shows ail the old Adam with a special virulence. Do 

^°"Yes But I believe it’s a ‘marriage of true minds’ with 


XlS ^ 

“Then, my dear, good luck! Only, when people begin 
to throw’ bricks, don’t resent it. You’re doing this with 
your eyes open, and you’ll have no right to. Harder to 
bear than having your own toe trodden on is seeing one 
you love batted over the head. So catch hold of yourself 
hard at the start, and go on catching hold, or you’ll make 
it worse for him. If I’m not wrong, Dinny, you can get 
very hot about things.” 

“I’ll try not to. "^en Wilfrid’s book of poems comes 
out, I want you to read one called ‘The Leopard’; it gives 
his state of mind about the whole thing.” 

“Ohl” said Hilary blankly. “Justification? That’s a 
mistake.'” 

“That’s what Michael says. I don’t know whether it is or 
not; I think in the end— not. Anyway, it’s coming oul.” 

“There beginneth a real dog-fight. ‘Turn the other 
cheek’ and ‘too proud to fight’ would have been better 
left unsaid. All the same, it’s asking for trouble, and that’s 
all about it.” 

‘T can’t help it. Unde.” 

"I realise that, Dinny; it’s when I think of the numbei 
of things you won’t be able to help that I feel so blue. 
And what about Condaford? Is it going to cut you off 
from that?” 
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“People do come round, except in novels; and even 
Aere they have to in the end, or else die, so that the heroine 

may be happy. Will you say a word for us to Father if 
you see him. Uncle?” 

“No, Dinny. An elder brother never forgets how 
sui^rior he was to you when he was big and you were not ” 
Dinny rose. 

Well, Uncle; thank you ever so for not believing in 

I shall 

itmember all youve said. Tuesday, one o’clock at the 
main entrance; and don’t forget to eat something first- 
It s a very tiring business.” ° 

When she had gone Hilary refilled his pipe 

thought. That young woman can be caustic. I wonder 
how often I say things I don’t mean in the course of mv 
C added-”^^ •duties.’ And, seeing his wife in the doorway, 

^ May, would you say I was a humbug— professionally?” 
^Ycs, dear. How could it be otherwise?” 

You mean, the forms a parson uses aren’t broad 
enough to cover the variations of human nature? But I 
don t see how they could be. Would you like to go to 
the Chelsea Flower Show on Tuesday?” ^ 

Mrs. Hila^ thinking: ‘Dinny might have asked m ’ 
replied ^cheerfully: “Very much.” 

o’clS.” 

“Did you talk to her about her affair?” 

Yes.” 

“Is she immovable?” 

“Quite.” 

Mrs. Hilary sighed. “It’s an awful pity. Do you think 

a. cotiM cTct live that diow0?*^ 

Twenty years ago I should have said ‘No.’ Now 
1 m not sure. It seems a quiset thing to say, but it’s not 
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the really religious people wholl matter.” 

^‘Why?” 

^‘^Because they won’t come across them. It’s the army, 
and Empire people, and Englishmen overseas, whom they 
will come across continually. The hub of uniDigiveness 
is in her own family to start with. It’s the yellow label 
The gum they use putting that on is worse than the patent 
brand of any hotel that wants to advertise itself.” 

“I wonder,” said Mrs. Hilary, ^ Vhat the children would 
say about it?” 

^‘Queer that we don’t know.” 

“We know less about our children than any of their 
friends do. Were we like that to our own elders, I 
wonder?” 

“Our elders looked on us as biological specimens; they 
had us at an angle, and knew quite a lot about us. Wim 
tried to put ourselves on a level with our youngsters, elder 
brother and sister business, and wc dt)n'r know a thing* 
We’ve missed the one knowledge, and haven’t got the 
other. A bit humiliating, but they’re a decent crowd. It’s 
not the young people I’m afraid of in Diiuiy’s business, 
it’s those wiio’ve had experience of the value of Ihiglish 
prestige, and they’ll be justified; and tliose who lilk* to 
think he’s done a thing they wouldn’t have done them- 
selves — and they won’t be justified a Irit.” 

“I think Dinny’s over-estimating her strength, flilary.” 

“No woman really in love could do otherwise. To i'md 
out whether she is or not will be her job. Well, siic won’t 
rust.” 

‘"You speak as if you rather liked it.” 

“The milk is spilled, and it’s no good worrying. 
Let’s get down to the wording of that new appeal 
There’s going to be a bad trade slump. Just our luckl 
All the people who’ve got money will be sticking 
to it.” 

‘T wish people wouldn’t be less extravagant when times 
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are bad. It ordy means less work still. The shopkeepers 
are moaning about that already.’’ 

Hilary reached for a notebook and began writing. His 
wife looked over his shoulder presently and read: 

Th all whom it mc^ concern: 

And whom does it not concern that there should be 
in our mdst thousands of people so destitute from birth 
to death of the bare necessities of life that they don’t 

toow what rea cleanhness, real health, real fresh air, real 
good food are?” ’ 


“One ‘real’ will cover the lot, dear.” 



CHAPTER XVII 


Arriving at the Chelsea Flower Show, Lady Mont said 
thoughtfully: 'Tm meetin’ Boswell and Johnson at the 
calceolarias, Dinny. What a crowdi'’ 

‘^Yes, and all plain. Do they come, Auntie, because 
they’re yearning for beauty they haven’t got?” 

“I can’t get Boswell and Johnson to yearn. There’s 
Hilary I He’s had that suit ten years. Take this and run 
for tickets, or he’ll try and pay.” 

With a five-pound note Dinny slid towards the wicket, 
avoiding her uncle’s eyes. She secured four tickets, and 
turned smiling. 

'T saw you being a serpent,” he said. “Where are we 
going first? Azaleas? I like to be thoroughly sensual at a 
flower show.” 

Lady Mont’s deliberate presence caused a little swirl in 
the traffic, while her eyes from under slightly drooped lids 
took in the appearance of people selected, as it were, to 
show off flowers. 

The tent they entered was warm with humanity and 
perfume, though the day was damp and cool. The 
ingenious beauty of each group of blossoms was being 
digested by variegated types of human being linked only 
through that mysterious air of kinship which comes from 
attachment to the same pursuit. This was the great army 
of flower-raisers — ^growers of primulas in pots, of nastur- 
tiums, gladioli and flags in back London gardens, of 
stocks, hollyhocks and sweet-williams in little provincial 
plots; the gardeners of larger grounds; the owners of hot- 
houses and places where experiments arc made—but not 
many of these, for they had already passed through or 
would come later. All moved with a prying air, as if 
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marking down their own next ventures; and alongside the 
nurserymen would stop and engage as if making bets. 
And the subdued murmur of voices, cockneyfied 
countrified, cultivated, all commenting on flowers, formed 
a hum like that of bees, if not so pleasing. This subdued 
expression of a national passion, walled-in by canvas 
together with the scent of the flowers, exercised on Dinny 
an hypnotic efiect, so that she moved from one brilliant 
planted posy to another, silent and with her slightly 
upturned nose twitching delicately. 

Her aunt’s voice roused her. 

There they are!” she said, pointing with her chin 

Dinny saw two men standing so still that she wondered 
if they had forgotten why they had come. One had a 
reddish moustache and sad cow-like eyes; the other looked 
like a bird with a game wing; their clothes were stiff with 
Sundays. They were not talking, nor looking at the 
flowers, but as if placed there by Providence without 
instructions. 

^‘Which is Boswell, Auntie?” 

“No moustache,” said Lady Mont; “Johnson has the 
green hat. He’s deaf. So like them.” 

She moved towards them, and Dinny heard her say 

“Ah!” 

The two gardeners rubbed their hands on the sides of 
their trousered legs, but did not speak. 

“Enjoyin’ it?” she heard her aunt say. Their lips moved, 
but no sound came forth that she could catch. The one 
she had called Boswell lifted his cap and scratched his 
head. Her aunt was pointing now at the calceolarias, and 
suddenly the one in the green hat began to speak. He 
spoke so that, as Dinny could see, not even her aunt 
could hear a word, but his speech went on and on and 
seemed to aflbrd him considerable satis&ction. Every 
now and then she heard her aunt say; “Ah!” But Johnson 
went on. He stopped suddenly; her aunt said “Ah!” 
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again, and came back to her. 

“What was he saying?'' asked Dltiny. 

“No,” said Lady Mont, “not a word. You nufr. But 
it's good for him.” She waved her hand to the two 
gardeners, who were again standing witlujut sign of iiih, 
and led the way. 

They passed into the rose tent now, and Ditiny looked 
at her watch. She had appointexi to meet Wilfrid at t!ic 
entrance of it. 

She cast a hurried look back. There he was! Site noted 
that Hilary was following his nose, Aimt May folitnving 
Hilary, Aunt Em talking to a nurscrynum. Screeticd hy 
a prodigious group of *K. of Ksd she vskimnuxl o\cr to 
the entrance, and, with her iiatids in W'ihrid's, t'orgot 
entirely where she was, 

“Are you feeling strong, darling? Aunt lun is here, and 
my Uncle Hilary and his wile. 1 should so like them to 
know you, because they all count in our et|uati(ui.” 

He seemed to her at that moment like a highly-strung 
horse asked to face something it has m»t iliccd before. 

“If you wish, Dinny,” 

They found Lady Mont involved witli the rcprcsctita* 
tives of Tkntem's Nurseries.' 

“That one— south aspect and chalk. T!ic nemesias 
don't. It's cross-country— they do dry so. llic phloxes 
came dead. At least they said so: you can't tell Ohl 
Here's my nieccl Dinny, this is Mr, Pknfem, J Ic c^ftcti 
sends— Ohl . . . ah! Mr* Desert! How d'you dc^P I 
remember you holdin' Michael's arms up at his wcddinl” 
She had placed her hand in Wilfrid's and seemingly ior- 
gotten it, the while her eyes from under their raised Imms 
searched his face with a sort of mild surprise, 

“Unde Hilary,” said Dinny, 

“Yes,” said lady Mont, coming to herself, “|■^Iikry, 

May— Mr. Desert,” 

' Hilary, of course, was entirely Ms usual self, but Aunt " 
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May looked as if she were greeting a dean. And almost 
at once Dinny was tacitly abandoned to her lover. 

‘What do you think of Uncle Hilary?” 

“He looks like a man to go to in trouble.” 

“He is. He knows by instinct how not to run his head 
against brick walls, and yet he’s always in action. I suppose 
that comes of living in a slum. He agrees with Michael 
that to publish ‘The Leopard’ is a mistake.” 

“Running my head against a brick wall — ^um?” 

“Yes.” 

“The die, as they say, is cast. Sorry if you’re sorry, 
Dinny.” 

Dinny’s hand sought his. “No. Let’s sail under our 
proper colours — only, for my sake, Wilfrid, try to take 
what;’s coming quietly, and so will I. Shall we hide behind 
this firework of fuchsias and slip off? They’ll expect it.” 

Once outside the tent they moved towards the Embank- 
ment exit, past the rock gardens, each with its builder 
standing in the damp before it, as though saying: /Look 
on this, and employ me!’ 

“Making nice things and having to cadge round to get 
people to notice them!” said Dinny. 

“Where shall we go, Dinny?” 

“Battersea Park?” 

“Across this bridge, then.” 

“You were a darling to let me introduce them, but you 
did so look like a horse trying to back through its collar. 
I wanted to stroke your neck.” 

“I’ve got out of the habit of people.’^ 

“It’s nice not to be dependent on them.” 

“The worst mixer in the world. But you, I should have 
thought— — ” 

“I only want you; I think I must have a nature like a 
dog’s. Without fou, now, I should just be lost.” 

The twitch of his mouth was better than an answer. 

.“Ever seen th^ I-ost Dogs’ Home? It’s over there.”. 
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“No. Lost dogs are dreadful to think about. Perhaps 
one ought to, though. Yes, let’s!” 

The establishment had its usual hospitalised appearance 
of all being for the best considering that it was t!ic worst. 
There was a certain amount of barking and of enquiry 
on the faces of a certain number of dogs, 'fails wagged as 
they approached. Such dogs as were of any breed' looked 
quieter and sadder than the dogs that were of no breed, 
and those in the majority. A black spaniel was sitting in 
a corner of the wired enclosure, with liead tiro<>ped 
between long ears. They went round to him. 

“Plow on earth,” said Dinny, “can a dog as nice as that 
stay unclaimed? He is sad!” 

Wilfrid put his fingers through the wire, 'rive dog 
looked up. They saw a little red under his eyes, and a 
wisp of hair loose and silky on his iorchetid. i ic raised 
himself slowly from off his haunches, and they could see 
him pant very slightly as though some calculiuion or 
struggle were going on in him. 

“Come on, old boyl” 

The dog came slowly, all black, foursiiuarc on his 
feathered legs. Pie had every sign of bivedint;, making 
his forlorn position more mysterious than ever.' He stood 
almost within reach; his shortened mil dunereti feebly, 
then tame to a droop again, precisely as if he ha<l said: 

I neglect no chance, but you arc not.’ 

“Well, old fellow?” said Wilfrid. 

Dinny bent down. “Give me a ki.ss.” 

The dog looked up at them. His tail movctl once, and 
again drooped. 

“Not a good mixer, either.” .said Wilfritl. 

^ He s too sad for words.” She bent low'cr and this 
nmc got her hand through the wire. “Come, tl.irliiud” 
The dog sniffed her glove. Again his tail ffuttcred 
tccbly; a pink tongue showed for a moment as though 
to make certain of his lips. With a supreme elibrt Dinny’s 
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fingers^ reached his muzzle smooth as sillr 
He’s awfully well bred, Wilfrid.” 

“Stolen, I expect, and then got away. Probably from 
some country kennel.’^ ^ 

“I beheve I could hang dog-thieves.” 

The dog’s dark-^own eyes had the remains of moisture 
m their corners, lliey looked back at Dinny, with Ss! 

d as If saying: ‘You are not my past, 

and I don t know if there is a future.’ ^ ^ 

She looked up. “Oh, Wilfrid!” 

“I’ve got him,” he said; “he reached his time-limit 

SSofSlotb.-™' 

eve^^^K her 

1 • before he comes out, or he might 

leg It; he s never taken to the place.” ^ 

Dinny turned round. 

‘‘If his owner turns up we’ll give him back at once.” 

the of that, miss. In my opinion that’s 

the dog of someone who’s died. He slipped his collar, 
probably, and went out to find him, got lost, and no one’s 
cared enough to send here and see. Nice dog, too. You’ve 
got a bargain. I’m glad. I didn’t Hke to think of that 
dog being put away; young dog, too ” 

an^tt^J 0°. led the dog out to them, 

and transferred the chain to Wilfrid, who handed him 

3. C2Lircl. 

“In case the owner turn^ up. Come on, Dinny; let’s 
walk him a bit. Walk, boyl” • 

The nameless dog, hearing the sweetest word in his 
vocabulary, moved forward to the limit of the chain. 
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“That theory’s probably right,” said Wilfrid, “and I 
hope it is. We shall like this fellow.” 

Once on grass they tried to get through to the dog’s 
inner consciousness. He received their attentions 
patiently, without response, tail and eye.s lowered, sus- 
pending judgment. 

“We’d better get him home,” said Wilfrid. “Stay here, 
and I’ll bring up a cab.” 

He wiped a chair with his handkerchief, transferred the 
chain to her, and swung away. 

Dinny sat watching the dog. He had followcil Wilfrid 
to the limit of the chain and then seated himself in the 
attitude in which they had first seen him. 

What did dogs feel? They certainly put one and one 
together; loved, disliked, suffered, yearned, sidked, and 
enjoyed, like human beings; but tliey had a very small 
vocabulary and so — no ide.asl Still, anything must he 
better than living in a wire enclosure with a lot of dogs 
less sensitive than yourself! 

The dog came back to her side, but kept his Iiead turned 
in the direction Wilfrid had taken, and began to whine. 

A taxi cab drew up. The dog stopped whining, and 
began to pant. 

“Master’s comingl” The dog gave a tug at the chain. 
Wilfrid had reached him. '{’hrougli the .slackened chain 
she could feel the disillusionment; then it tightened, and 
the wagging of the tail came fluttering dowii the links as 
the dog sniffed at the turn-ups of Wilfriti’s trousers. 

In the cab the dog sat on the floor with his elfin hanging 
over Wilfrid’s shoe. In Piccadilly he grew restless and 
ended with his chin on Dinny’s knee. Hetween Wilfrid 
and the dog the drive was an emotional medley for her, 
and she took a deep breath when she got out. 

“Wonder what Stack will say," said Wilfrid, "A spaniel 
in Girk Street is no catch." 

The dog took the stairs with composure. 
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“House-trained,” said Dinny thankfully. 

In the sitting-room the dog applied his nose to the 
carpet. Having decided that the legs of all the furniture 
■were uninteresting and the place bereft of his o-wn kiiid, 
he leaned his nose on the divan and looked out of the 
corners of his eyes. 

"Upl” said Dinny. The dog jumped on to the divan. 

“Jove! He does smell!” said Wilfrid. 

, “Let’s give him a bath. While you’re filling it. I’ll look 
him over.” 

She held the dog, -who -would have followed Wilfrid, 
and began parting his hair. She found several yellow fleas’ 
but no other breed. 

“Yes, you do smell, darling.” 

The dog turned his head and licked her nose. 

“The b.ath’s ready, Dinny!” 

“Only dog fleas.” 

“If you’re going to help, put on that bath gown, ot 
you’ll spoil your dress.” 

Behind his I^ack, Dinny slipped off her frock and put 
on the blue bath gown, half hoping he would turn, and 
respecting him because he didn’t. She rolled up the sleeves 
and stood beside him. Poised over the bath, the dog 
protruded a long tongue. 

“He’s not going to be sick, is he?” 

“No; they always do that. Gently, Wilfrid, don’t let 
him splash — that frightens them. Now!” 

Lowered into the bath, the dog, after a scramble, stood 
still with his head drooped, concentrated on keeping 
foothold of the slippery surface. 

“This is hair shampoo, better than nothing. I’ll hold 
him. You do the rubbing in.” 

Pouring some of the shampoo on the centre of that 
polished black back, Dinny heaped water up the dog’s 
sides and began to rub. This first domestic incident with 
Wilfrid was pure joy, involving no mean personal contaa 
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with him as well as with the dog. She straightened up 
at last. 

“Phewl My back! Sluice him and let the water out. 
ril hold him.’’ 

Wilfrid sluiced, the dog behaving as if not too sorry for 
his fleas. He shook himself vigorously, and they both 
jumped back. 

"‘Don’t let him out,” cried Dinny; ‘Sve must dry him 
in the bath.” 

“All right. Put your hands round his neck and hold him 
still.” 

Wrapped in a huge bath towel, the dog lifted his face 
to her; its expression was drooping and forlorn. 

“Poor boy, soon over now, and you’ll smell lovely.” 

The dog shook himself. 

Wilfrid withdrew the towel, “l lold him a minute, ITl 
get an old blanket; we’ll make him curl up till he’s dry.” 

Alone with the dog, who was now trying to get out of 
the bath, Dinny held him with his forepaws over the edge, 
and worked away at the accuraulktions of sorrow about 
his eyes. 

“Therel That’s better!” 

They carried the almost inanimate dog to the divan, 
wrapped in an old Guards’ blanket. 

“What shall we call him, Dinny?” 

“Let’s try him with a few names, we may hit on his real 
one.” 

He answered to none. “Well,” said Dinny, “let’s call 
him Toch.’ But for Foch we should never have met.” 



CHAPTER XVIII 


Feelings at Condaford, after the General’s return, were 
vexed and uneasy. Dinny had said she would be back on 
Saturday, but it was now Wednesday and she was still in 
London. Her saying, “We are not formally engaged,” 
had given little comfort, since the General had added 
“That was soft sawder.” Pressed by Lady Cherrell as to 
what exactly had taken place between him and Wilfrid, he 
was laconic. 

“He hardly said a word, Liz. Polite and all that, and I 
must say he doesn’t look like a fellow who’d quit. Flis 
record’s very good, too. The thing’s inexplicable.”' 

“Have you read any of his verse, Con^” 

“No. Where is it?” 

“Dinny has them somewhere. Very bitter. So many 
writeis seem to be like that. But I could put up with any- 
thing if I thought Dinny would be happy.” 

Dinny says he s actually going to publish a poem 
about that business. He must be a vain chap.” 

“Poets almost always arc.” 

“I don’t know who can move Dinny. Hubert says he’s 
lost touch with her. To begin married life under a cloud 
like that!” 

_ “I sometimes think,” murmured Lady Cherrell, “that 
living here, as we do, we don’t know what will cause 
clouds and what won’t.” 

rhere can t lie a question,” said the General, with 
finality, “among people who count.” 

“W'ho does count, nowadays?” 

Lhc General was silent. Then he said shrewdly; 

“England’s still aristocratic underneath. All that keeps 
us going comes from the top. Service and tradition still 
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rule the roost. The socialists can talk as they like,’" 

Lady Cherrell looked up, astonished at this flow. 

“Well/’ she said, “what are we to do about Dinny?” 

The General shrugged. 

“Wait till things come to a crisis of some sort. Cut- 
you-ofLwith-a-shilling is out of date and out of question— 
we’re too fond of her. You’ll speak to her, Liz, when 
you get a chance, of course . . 

Between Hubert and Jean discussion of the matter took 
a rather different line. 

“I wish to God, Jean, Dinny had taken to your brother.” 

“Alan’s got over it. I had a letter from him yesterday. 
He’s at Singapore now. There’s probably somebody out 
there. I only hope it isn’t a married woman. There are 
so few girls in the East.” 

“I don’t think he’d go for a married woman. Possibly 
a native; they say Malay girls are often pretty.” 

Jean grimaced. 

“A Malay girl instead of Dinnyl” 

Presently she murmured: “I’d like to see this Mr. 
Desert. I think I could give him an idea, Hubert, of what’ll 
be thought of him if he carries Dinny into this mess.” 

“You must be careful with Dinny.” 

“If I can have the car I’ll go up to-morrow and talk it 
over with Fleur, She must know him quite well; he was 
their best man.” 

“I’d choose Michael of the two; but for God’s sake take 
care, old girl.” 

Jean, who was accustomed to carry out her ideas, slid 
away next day before the world was up and was at South 
Square, Westminster, by ten o’clock. Michael, it appeared, 
was down in his constituency. 

“The safer his seat,” said Fleur, “the more he thinks he 
has to see of them. It’s the gratitude complex. What can 
I do for you?” 

Jean slid her long-lashed eyes round from the Fragonard, 
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which she had been contemplating as though it were too 
French, and Fleur almost jumped. Really, she was like a 
‘leopardess’! 

“It’s about Dinny and her young man, Fleur. I suppose 
you know what happened to him out there?” 

Fleur nodded. 

“Then can’t something be done?” 

Fleur’s face became watchful. She was twenty-nine, 
Jean twenty-three; but it was no use coming the elder 
matron! 

“I haven’t seen anything of Wilfrid for a long time.” 

“Somebody’s got to tell him pretty sharply what’ll be 
thought of him if he lugs Dinny into this mess.” 

“I’m by no means sure there’ll be a mess; even if his 
poem comes out. People like the Ajax touch.” 

“You’ve not been in the East.” 

“Yes, I have; I’ve been round the world.” 

“That’s not the same thing at all.” 

“My dear,” said Fleur, “excuse my saying so, but the 
Cherrells are about thirty years behind the times.” 

“I’m not a Cherrell.” 

“No, you’re a Tasburgh, and, if anything, that’s a little 
worse. Country rectories, cavalry, navy, Indian civil- 
how much d’you suppose all that counts nowadays?” 

“It counts with those who belong to it; and he belongs 
to it, and Dinny belongs to it.” 

“No one who’s really in love belongs anywhere,” said 
Fleur. “Did you care two straws when you married Hubert 
with a murder charge hanging over his head?” 

“That’s different. He’d done nothing to be ashamed 
of.” 

Fleur smiled. 

“True to type. Would it surprise you, as they say in the 
courts, if I told you that there isn’t one in twenty people 
about town who’d do otherwise than yawn if you asked 
them to condemn Wilfrid for what he did? And there 
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isn’t one in forty who won’t forget all about it in a 
fortnight.” 

don’t believe you,” said Jean flatly. 

“You don’t know modern Society, my dear.” 

“It’s modern Society,” said Jean, even more flatly, 
“that doesn’t count.” 

“Well, I don’t know that it does much; but then what 
does?” 

“Where does he live?” 

Fleur laughed. 

“In Cork Street, opposite the Gallery. You’re not 
thinking of bearding him, are you?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“Wilfrid can bite.” 

“Well,” said Jean, “thanks. I must be going.” 

Fleur looked at her with admiration. The girl had 
flushed, and that pink in her brown cheeks made her look 
more vivid than ever. 

“Well, good-bye, my dear; and do come and tell me 
about it. I know you’ve the pluck of the devil.” 

“I don’t know that I’m going at all,” said Jean. “Good- 
byel” 

She drove, rather angry, past the House of Commons. 
Her temperament believed so much in action that Fleur’s 
worldly wisdom had merely irritated her. Still, it was 
not so easy as she had thought to go to Wilfrid Desert 
and say: 'Stand and deliver me back my sister-in-law.’ 
She drove, however, to Pali Mall, parked lier car near 
the Parthenxum, and walked up to Piccadilly. People 
who saw her, especially men, looked back, because of 
the admirable grace of her limbs and the colour and light 
in her face. She had no idea where Cork Street was, except 
that it was near Bond Street. And, when slic reached it, 
she walked up and down before locating tlic Cjailcry. 
'That muse be the door, opposite/ she thought. She 
was standing uncertainly in front of a door without a 
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name, when a man with a dog on a l^a d rtimp 
up the stairs and stood beside her. 

“Yes, miss?” 

“I am Mrs. Hubert Cherrell. Does Mr. Desert live here?” 

“Yes, ma’am; but whether you can see him I don’t 
know. Here, Foch, good dog! If you’ll wait a minute 
I’ll find out.” 

A minute later Jean, swallowing resolutely, was in the 
presence. ‘After all,’ she was thinking, ‘he can’t be worse 
than a parish meeting when you want money from it.’ 

Wilfrid was standing at the window, with his eyebrows 
raised. 

“I’m Dinny’s sister-in-law,” said Jean. “I beg your 
pardon for coming, but I wanted to see you.” 

Wilfrid bowed. 

“Come here, Foch.” 

The spaniel, who was sniffing round Jean’s skirt, did 
not respond until he was called again. Fie licked Wilfrid’s 
hand and sat down behind him. Jean had flushed. 

“It’s frightful cheek on my part, but I thought you 
wouldn’t mind. We’ve just come back from the Soudan.” 

Wilfrid’s face remained ironic, and irony always upset 
her. Not quite stammering, she continued: 

“Dinny has never been in the East.” 

Again Wilfrid bowed. The affair was not going like a 
parish meeting. 

“Won’t you sit down?” he said. 

“Oh, thank you, no; I shan’t be a minute. You sec, 
what I wanted to say was that Dinny can’t possibly realise 
what certain things mean out there.” 

“D’you know, that’s what occurred to me.” 

“Ohl” 

A minute of silence followed, while the flush on her face 
and the smile on Wflfrid’s deepened. Then he said: 

“Thank you so much for coming. Anything else?” 
“Er— no! Good-byel” 
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All the way downstairs she felt shorter than she had ever 
felt in her life. And the first man she passed in the street 
jumped, her eyes had passed through him like a magnetic 
shock. ^He had once been touched by an electric eel in 
Brazil', and preferred the sensation. Yet, curiously, while 
she retraced her steps towards her car, though worsted, 
she bore no grpdge. Even more singularly, she had lost 
most of her feeling that Dinny was in danger. 

Regaining her car, she had a slight altercation with a 
policeman and took the road for Condaford. Driving to 
the danger of the public all the way, she was home to 
lunch. All she said of her adventure was that she had 
been for a long drive. Only in the four-poster of the chief 
spare room did she say to Hubert. 

“I’ve been up and seen him. D’you know, Hubert, I 
really believe Dinny will be all right. He’s got charm.” 

“What on earth,” said Hubert, turning on his elbow, 
“has that to do with it?” 

“A lot,” said Jean. “Give me a kiss, and don’t 
argue . . 

When his strange young visitor had gone, Wilfrid flung 
himself on the divan and stared at the ceilmg- I le felt like 
a general who has won a ‘victory’— the more embarrassed. 
Having lived for thirty-five years, owing to a variety of 
circumstances, in a condition of marked egoism, he was 
unaccustomed to the feelings which Dinny from the first 
had roused within him. The old-fashioned word ‘worship’ 
was hardly admissible, but no other adequately replaced 
it. When with her his sensations were so restful and 
refreshed that when not with her he felt like one who had; 
tA - pn off his soul and hung it up. Alongside this new 
beatitude was a growing sense that his own happiness 
would not be complete unless hers was too. She was 
always telling him that she was only happy in his presence.: 
But that was absurd, he could never replace all the interests 
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md affections of her life before the statue of Foch had 
^de them acquainted. And, if not, for what -Wzs he letting 
her in? The young woman with the eyes, who had just 
gone, had stood there before him like an incarnation of 
this questiori. T^hough he had routed her, she had left 
the query printed on the air. 

The spaniel, seeing the incorporeal more clearly 
his inaster, w^as resting a long nose on his knee. Even this 
dog he owed to Dinny. He had got out of the habit of 
people. With this business hanging over him he was 
quite cut off. If he married Di4, L took heT’Jl hlS 
into isolation. Was it fair? 

But, having appointed to meet her in half an hour he 
rang the bell. ’ 

“I’m going out now. Stack.” 

“Very good, sir.” 

Leading the dog, he made his way to the Park. Opposite 
the Cavalry Memorial he sat down to wait for her, debating 
whether he should tell her of his visitor. And just then he 
saw her coming. ’ 

She was walking quicldy from Park Lane, and had not 
yet seen him. She seemed to skim, straight, and— as those 
blasted novelists called it — ‘willowy’! She had a look of 

as if something pleasant had just 
happened to her. This ghmpse of her, all unaware of him 
soothed Wilfrid. If she could look so pleased and care- 
ffee, surely he need not worry. She halted by the bronze 
horse which she had dubbed ‘the jibbing barrel,’ evidently 
lookmg for him. Though she turned her head so prettily 
ths way and that her face had become a little anxious. 
He stood up. She waved her hand and came quickly 
across the drive, ^ y 

“Been sitting to Botticelli, Dinny?” 

^ pawnbroker. If you ever want one I recom- 
mend Frewens of South Molton Street.” 

“Tw, a* a pawnbroker’s?” 
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“Yes, dading. IVe got more money of my own on me 
than I ever had in my life.” 

“What do you want it for?” 

Dinny bent and stroked the dog. 

“Since I knew you Fve grasped the real importance of 
money.” 

“And what’s that?” 

“Not to be divided from you by the absence of it. The 
great open spaces are what we want now. Take Foch off 
the lead, Wilfrid; he’ll follow, Fm sure.” 



CHAPTER XIX 


In a centre of literature such as London, where books come 
out by the half-dozen almost every day, the advent of a 
slender volume of poems is commonly of little moment. 
But circumstances combined to make the appearance of 
Tbs "L-iCopavd, (ind othsr a ^literary event.’ It was 

Wilfrid s first production for four years. He was a loncdy 

rarity of literarFtatenriiJoog 
th^,joM-.g«stocracy, by the bitter, lively quality of his 
earlier poems, by Tiis Eastern sojourn and isolation from 
literary circles, and finally by the report that he had em- 
braced Islam. Someone, on the appearance of his third 
volume four years ago, had dubbed him ‘a sucking Byron’; 
the phrase had caught the ear. Finally, he had a young 
publisher who understood the art of what he called 
putting it over. During the few weeks since he received 
V^ilfrid s manuscript, he had been engaged in lunching, 
dining, and telling people to look out for ‘The Leopard,’ 
the most sensation-making poem since ‘The Flound of 
Heaven.’ To the query “Why?” he replied in nods and 
becks and wreathed smiles. Was it true that young Desert 
had become a Mussulman? OhI Yes. Was he in London? 
Ohl yes, but, of course, the shyest and rarest bird in. the 
^terary flock. - 

He who was Compson Grice Ltd. had from the first 
perceived that In ‘The Leopard’ he had ‘a winner’— people 
would not enjoy it, but they would talk about it. He had 
only to start the snowball rolling down the slope, and when 
moved by real conviction no one could do this better than 
he. Three days before the book tame out he met Telfourd 
Yule by a sort of accidental prescience, 

“Hallo, Yule, back from Araby?” 
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“As you see.” 

“I say. I’ve got a most amazing book of poems coming 
out on Monday. Th Leopard, by Wilfrid Desert. Like 
a copy? The first poem’s a corker.” 

“Ohl” 

“Takes the wind clean out of that poem in Alfred 
Lyall’s Verses written in India, about the man who died 
sooner than change his faith. Remember?” 

“I do.” 

“What’s the truth about De.sert taking to Islam?” 

“Ask him.” 

“That poem’s so personal in feeling — it might be about 
himself.” 

“Indeed?” 

And Compson Grice thought, suddenly: Tf it werel 
What a stunt!’ 

“Do you know him. Yule?” 

“No.” 

“You must read the thing; I couldn’t put it down.” 
“Ah!” 

“But would a man publish such a thing about his own 
experience?” 

“Can’t say.” 

And, still more suddenly, Compson Grice thought: ‘If 
it were, I could sell a hundred thousand!’ 

He returned to his office, thinking: ‘Yule was deuced 
close. I believe I was right, and he kntiws it. 1 Ic’s only 
just back; everything’s known in the bazaars, they say. 
Now, let’s sec, where am I?’ 

Published at five shillings, on a large sale there would, 
after royalty paid, be a clear profit of sixpence a ctvpy. A 
hundred thousand copies would be two thousand five hun- 
dred pounds, and about the same in royalties to Descrtl By 
George! But, of course, loyalty to dient first! And there 
came to him one of those inspirations which so often come 
to loyal people who sec money ahead of them. 
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‘I must draw his attention to the risk of people saying 
that it’s his own case. I’d better do it the day after 
publication. In the meantime I’ll put a second bie edition 
in hand.’ 

On the day before publication, a prominent critic, Mark 
Hanna, who ran a weekly bell in the Carillon, informed 
him that he had gone all out for the poem. A younger 
man, well known for a certain buccaneering spirit, said 
no word, but wrote a criticism. Both critiques appeared 
on the day of publication. Compson Grice cut tViprn out 
and took them with him to the ‘Jessamine’ restaurant, 
where he had bidden Wilfrid to lunch. 

They met at the entrance and passed to a little table at 
the far end. The room was crowded with people who 
knew everybody in the literary, dramatic and artistic 
world. And Compson Grice waited, with the experience 
of one who had entertained many authors, until a bottle 
of Mouton Rothschild 1870 had been drunk to its dregs. 
Then, producing from his pocket the two reviews, he 
placed that of Mark Hanna before his guest, with the words: 
“Have you seen this? It’s rather good.” 

Wilfrid read it. 

The reviewer had indeed gone ‘all out.’ It was almost 
all confined to Tbs Leopard, which it praised as the most 
intimate revelation of the human soul in verse since 
Shelley. 

“Bunkl Shelley doesn’t reveal except in his lyrics.” 

“Ah! well,” said Compson Grice, “they have to work 
in Shelley.” 

The review acclaimed the poem as “tearing away the last 
shreds of the hypocritical veil which throughout our litera- 
ture has shrouded the muse in relation to religion.” It 
concluded with these words: “This poem, indeed, in its 
unflinching record of a soul tortured by cmel dilemma, is 
the most amasdng piece of imaginative psychology which 
has come our way in the twentieth century.” 
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Watching his guest lay down the cutting, Compson 
Grice said softly: 

‘Tretty goodi It’s the personal fervour of the thing that 
gets them.” 

Wilfrid gave his queer shiver. 

''Got a cigar-cutter?” 

Compson Grice pushed one forward with the other 
review. 

"I think you ought to read this in the Dallj Phase/^ 

The review was headed: ‘Defiance: Bolshevism and the 
Empire.’ 

Wilfrid took it up. 

"Geoffrey Coltham?” he said. "Who’s he?” 

The review began with some fairly accurate personal 
details of the poet’s antecedents, early work and life, ending 
with the mention of his conversion to Islam. Then, after 
some favourable remarks about the other poems, it 
fastened on The Leopard, sprang, as it were, at the 
creature’s throat, and shook it as a bulldog might. Then, 
quoting these lines: 

'Into foul ditch each dogma leads. 

Cursed be superstitious creeds. 

In every driven mind the weeds 1 
There’s but one liquor for the sane — 

Drink deepi Let scepticism reign 
And its astringence clear the brainl’ 

it went on with calculated brutality: 

‘The thin disguise assumed by the narrative covers a 
personal disruptive bitterness which one is tempted to 
connect with the wounded and overweening pride of one 
who has failed himself and the British world. Whether 
Mr. Desert intended in this poem to reveal his own ex- 
perience and feelings in connection with his conversion 
to Islam — a faith, by the way, of which, j udging from the 
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poor and bitter lines quoted above, he is totally unworthy 
— ^we cannot of course say, but we advise him to come into 
the open and let us know. Since we have in our midst 
a poet who, with all his undoubted thrust, drives at our 
entrails, and cuts deep into our religion and our prestige, 
we have the right to know whether or not he — like his 
hero — is a renegade.’ 

“That, I think,” said Compson Grice, quietly, “is 
libellous.” 

Wilfrid looked up at him, so that he said afterwards: 
“I never knew Desert had such eyes.” 

“I am a renegade. I took conversion at the pistol’s 
point, and you can let everybody know it.” 

Smothering the words: Thank God!’ Compson Grice 
reached out his hand. But Wilfrid had leaned back and 
veiled his face in the smoke of his cigar. His publisher 
moved forward on to the edge of his chair. 

“You mean that you want me to send a letter to the 
Dailj Phase to say that The Leopard is practically your 
own experience?” 

“Yes.” 

“My dear fellow, I think it’s wonderful of you. That 
is courage, if you like.” 

The smile on Wilfrid’s face caused Compson Grice to 
sit back, swallow the words: “The effect on the sales will 
be enormous,” and substitute: 

“It will strengthen your position enormously. But I 
wish we could get back on that fellow.” 

“Let him stew!” 

“Quite!” said Compson Grice. He was by no means 
anxious to be embroiled, and have all his authors slated 
in the important Daily Phase. 

Wilfrid rose. "Thanks very much. I must be going.” 

Compson Grice watched him leave, his head high 
and his step slow. ‘Poor devil!’ he thought. ‘It is a 
scoop!’ 
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Back in his office, he spent some time finding a line in 
Coltham’s review which he could isolate from its context 
and use as advertisement. He finally extracted this: 
^"Daily Phase: ‘No poem in recent years has had such 
power’ ” (the remaining words of the sentence he omitted 
because they were ‘to cut the ground from under the feet 
of all we stand for’). He then composed a letter to the 
editor. He was writing— he said — at the request of Mr. 
Desert, who, far from needing any diallcnge to come into 
the open, was only too anxious that everyone should know 
that The Leopard was indeed founded on his personal 
experience. For his own part—he went on— lie considered 
that this frank avowal was a more striking instance of 
courage than could be met with in a loiig <iav\s march. He 
was proud to have been privileged to publish a poem 
which, in psychological content, quality of workmanship, 
and direct human interest, was by far the most striking of 
this generation. 

He signed himself “Your obedient: servant, Compson 
Grice.” He then increased the size of tlie order for the 
second edition, directed that the words ^ifirst edition 
exhausted; second large impression/’ should he ready for 
use immediately, and went to his dub to play hritlgc. 

His club was the Polyglot, and in the hail lie ran on 
Michael. The hair of his crstvehilc colleague in the 
publishing world was ruffled, the ears stooti out from his 
head, and he spoke at once: 

'‘Grice, what are you doing about that young brute 
Coltham?” 

Compson Grice smiled blandly and replied: 

“Don’t worry! I showed the review to Desert, and he 
told me to draw its sting by complete avowal” 

“Good God!” 

“Why? Didn’t you know?” 

“Yes, I knew, but— — ” 

These words were balm to the cars of Comp'son Grice, 
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who had been visited by misgiving as to the truth of 
Wilfrid’s admission. Would a man really publish that 
poem if it were his own case; could he really want it 
known? But this was conclusive: Mont had been Desert’s 
discoverer and closest friend. 

“So I’ve written to the Phase and dealt with it.” 

“Did Wilfrid tell you to do that?” 

“He did.” 

“To publish that poem was crazy. ‘Quem deus ’ ” 

He suddenly caught sight of the expression on Compson 
Grice’s face. “Yes,” he added, bitterly, “you think you’ve 
got a scoopi” 

Compson Grice said coldly: 

“Whether it will do us harm or good remains to be 
seen.” 

“BoshI” said Michael. “Everybody will read the thing 
now, blast them! Have you seen Wilfrid to-day?” 

“He lunched with me.” 

“How’s he looking?” 

Tempted to say ‘Like Asraell’ Compson Grice substi- 
tuted: “OhI all right — quite calm.” 

“Calm as hclll Look here, Gricel If you don’t stand by 
him and help him all you can through this. I’ll never speak 
to you again.” 

“My dear fellow,” said Compson Grice, with some 
dignity, “what do you suppose?” And, straightening his 
waistcoat, he passed into the card room. 

^ Michael, muttering, “Cold-blooded fishl” hurried in the 
(hrection of Cork Street. ‘I wonder if the old chap would 
like to sec me,* he thought. 

But at the very mouth of the street he recoiled and m a de 
for Mount Street instead. He was informed that both his 
father and mother were out, but that Miss Dinny had 
come up that morning from Coruiaford. 

"All right, Blorc. If she’s in I’ll find her.” 

He went up and opened the drawing-room door quietly. 
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In the alcove, under the cage of her aunt s parakeet, Dtnny 
i sitting perfectly still and upright, hke a little girl at a 
re“on, Jth her hands crossed on her lap and her eyes 
feed on space. She did not see him till his hand was on 

her shoulder, 

“How^does one learn not to commit murder, Michael?” 
<^Ahl Poisonous young brute! Have your people seen 

I. 


p inn y nodded. 

“What was the reaction?” 
“Silence, pinched lips.” 


Alichael nodded. 

“Poor dear! So you came up?” 

“Yes, Fm going to the theatre with Wilfrid.” 

“Give him my love, and tell him that if he wants to see 
me I’ll come at any moment. Oh! and, Dinny, try 
to make him feel that we admire him for spilling the 
milk.” 

Dinny looked up, and he was moved by the e3Cpression 


on her face. 

‘It wasn’t all pride that made him, Michael There’s 
something egging him on, and I’m afraid of it* Deep 
down he isn’t sure that it wasn’t just cowardice that made 
him renounce. I know he can’t get that thought out of 
his mind. He feels he’s got to prove, not to others so 
much as to himself, that he isn’t a coward. OhI I know 
he isn’t. But so long as he hasn’t proved it to himself and 
everybody, I don’t know what he might 

Michael nodded. From his one interview with Wilfrid 
he had formed something of the same impression. 

“Did you know that he’s told his publisher to make a 
public admission?” 

“Oh!” said Dixiny bknkly. “What then?*' 

Michael shrugged. 

“Michael, willanyone grasp the situation Wilfred was in?” 


I 
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“The imaginative type is rare. I don’t pretend I can 
grasp It. Can you?” 

“Only because it happened to Wilfrid.” 

Michael gripped her arm. 

I m glad you’ve got the old-fashioned complaint 
Dmny, not just this modern ‘physiological urge.’ ” 



CHAPTER XX 


While Dinny was dressing her aunt came to her room. 

“Your uncle read me that article, Dinny. 1 wonder!” 

“What do you wonder, Aunt Em?” 

“I knew a Coltham — but he died.” 

“This one will probably die, too.” 

“Where do you get your boned bodies, Dinny? So 
restful.” 

“Hatridge’s.” 

“Your uncle says he ought to resign from his club.” 

“Wilfrid doesn’t care two straws about his club; he 
probably hasn’t been in a dozen times. But I don’t think 
he’ll resign.” 

"Better make him.” 

“I should never dream of ‘making’ him do anything.” 

“So awkward when they use black balls.” 

“Auntie, dear, could I come to the glass?” 

Lady Mont crossed the room and took up the slim 
volume from the bedside table. 

“Tie Leopardi But he did change them, Dinny.” 

“He did not. Auntie; he had no spots to change.” 

“Baptism and that.” 

“If baptism really meant anytWng, it would be an 
outrage on children till they knew what it was about.” 

“Dinny!” 

“I mean it. One doesn’t commit people to things 
entirely without their consent; it isn’t decent. By the 
time Wilfrid could think at all he had no religion.” 

“It wasn’t the givin’ up, then, it was the takin’ on.” 

“He knows that.” 

“Well,” said Lady Mont, turning towards the door, 
“I think it served that Arab right; so intrudin’! If 

*64 
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you want a latch-key, ask Blore/^ 

Dinny finished dressing quickly and ran downstairs. 
' Blore was in the dining-room. 

“Aunt Em says I may have a key, Blore, and I want a 
taxi, please.” 

Having telephoned to the cab-stand and produced a 
key, the butler said: “What with her ladyship speaking 
her thoughts out loud, miss. I’m obliged to know, and I 
was saying to Sic Lawrence this morning: If Miss Dinny 
could take him off just now, on a tour of the Scotch 
Highlands where they don’t see the papers, it would save 
a lot of vexation.’ In these days, miss, as you’ll have 
noticed, one thing comes on the top of another, and 
people haven’t the memories they had. You’ll excuse my 
mentioning it.” 

Dinny took the key. 

“Thank you ever so, Blore. Nothing I’d like better; 
only I’m afraid he wouldn’t think it proper.” 

“In these days a young lady can do anything, miss.” 

“But men still have to be careful, Blore.” 

“Well, miss, of course, relatives are difficult; but it 
could be arranged.” 

“I think we shall have to face the music.” 

The butler shook his head. 

“In my belief, whoever said that first is responsible 
for a lot of unnecessary unpleasantness. Here’s your 
miss.” 

In the taxi she sat a little forward, getting the ait from 
both windows on her cheeks, which needed cooling. Even 
the anger and vexation left by that review were lost in this 
sweeter effervescence. At the corner of Piccadilly she read 
a newspaper poster: “Derby horses arrive.” The Derby 
to-morrowl How utterly she had lost count of eventsl 
The restaurant chosen for their dinner was Blafard’s in 
Soho, and her progress was impeded by the traffic of a 
tow^n on the verge of national holiday. At the door, with 
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the spaniel held on a leash, stood Stack. I Ic handed her a 
note: “Mr. Desert sent me with this, miss. 1 brought the 
dog for a walk.” 

Dinny opened the note with a sensation of physical : 
sickness. 

“Dinny Darling, — 

“Forgive my failing you to-night . I’ve been m a torture 
of doubt all day. The fact is, until 1 know where 1 stand : 
with the world over this business, I have an overwhelming 
feeling that I must not commit you to atiything; and a 
public jaunt like this is just what I ought to avoid for you. 

I suppose you saw Th Daily FAwf—tltat is the beginning 
of the racket. I must go tltrough this nest week on my 
own, and measure up where I am. 1 won’t run off, and 
we can write. You’ll understand. 'I'he dog is a boon, and 
I owe him to you. Good-bye for a little, my clear love. 

“Your devoted 

“W. D.” 

It was all she could do nor to put her hand on her heart 
under the driver’s cy^es. Ihus tti he: shttt away* in the he:at 
of the battle was what, she knew mnv, site htid been 
dreading all along. With an effort she controlled her lips, 
said “Wait a minutcl” and luriu'd to Stack. 

“Fil take you and I'oclt hack." 

“Thank you, miss.” 

She bent down to the dog. P.uiic was at work within 
her breast! The dogl lie was a link between thcml 

“Put him into the cab, Stack." 

On the way she said quietly: 

“Is Mr. Desert in?” 

“No, miss, he went out when he gave me the note.” 

“Is he all right?" 

“A little worried, I think, miss. 1 must say I’d like to 
teach manners to that gentleman in I he Daily Phase.” 
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‘^Ohl you saw that?” 

“I did; it oughtn’t to be allowed is what I say.” 

“Ftee speech,” said Dinny. And the dog pressed his 
chin against her knee. “"Is Foch good?” 

‘'No trouble at all, miss. A gentleman, that dog; aren’t 
you, boy?” 

The dog continued to press his chin on Dinny’s knee; 
and the feel of it was comforting. 

When the cab stopped in Cork Street, she took a pencil 
from her bag, tore off the empty sheet of Wilfred’s note, 
and wrote: 

‘"‘Darling, — 

“As you will. But by these presents know: I am yours 
for ever and ever. Nothing can or shall divide me from 
you, unless you stop loving 

“Your devoted 

“Dinny. 

“You won’t do that, will you? OhI don’tl” 

Licking what was left of the gum on the envelope, she 
put her half sheet in and held it till it stuck. Giving it to 
Stack, she kissed the dog’s head and said to the driver: 
“The Park end of Mount Street, please. Good-night, 
StackI” 

“Good night, missi” 

The eyes and mouth of the motionless henchman seemed 
to her so full of understanding that she turned her face 
away. And that was the end of the jaunt she had been so 
looking forward to. 

From the top of Mount Street she crossed into the Park 
and sat on the seat where she had sat with him before, 
oblivious of the fact that she was unattached, without a 
hat, in evening dress, and that it was past eight o’clock. 
She sat with the collar of her cloak turned up to her 
chestnut-coloured hair, trying to see his point of view. 
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She saw it very well Pride! She had enough herself to 
understand. Not to involve others in one’s troubles was 
elementary- The fonder one was, the less would om wish 
to involve them. Curiously inniical how love divided I 
people just when they most needed each other! And no 
way out, so far as she could sec. The strains of the Guards’ 
band began to reach her iaimly. Tlicy were playiag--. 
Famt?'--tlO’--'Carmeni Wilfrid’s favourite opcral She got 
up and walked over the grass towards tlu^ sound. What 
crowds of peoplel She took a ciiair soitic way tni and sat 
down again, close to some rhododendrons. I’hc I labancral 
What a shiver its first notes always one! 1 low wild, 
sudden, strange and inescapable was love! 'V amour ut 
mjant de BoMmF . . . i I'he rluu,h)dendrons were lute 
this year. That deep rosy one! They bad it: at Conda- 
ford . . . Where was he— oh! wiiere was he at this 
moment? Why could not love pierce \'ciis, so that in 
spirit she might walk beside him, slip a hattd into his! 
A spirit hand was better than nothing! .'\nd Dinny 
suddenly realised loneliness as only true lovers do when 
they think of life without the hned one. j\s flowers wilt 
on their stdks, so would she wilt— if she were cur away 
from him- “Sec things through aloiET’ 1 low long would 
he want to? For ever? At the thougdU' she started up; 
and a stroller, who thought the movemetu nusuit lor him, 
stood still and looked at her. !icr face corrected his 
impression, and be moved on. Site had tw<) lunirs to kill 
before she could go in; she could not let them ktiow that 
her evening had come to grief- I1ie band was fitushint’ oil* 
Carmen with the Toreador’s song. A bh>t on the opera, 
its most popular tune! No, not a blot, for it was meant, 
of course, to blare above the desolation of that tragic cral, 
as the world blared around the passion of lovers. 'I1ic 
world was a heedless and a heartless stage for lives to 
strut across,; or in dark corners join and cling together . . . 
How odd that dapping sounded in the open! She looked at 
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her wrist-watch. Half-past ninel An hour yet before it 
would be really dark. But there was a coolness now, a scent 
of grass and leaves; the rhododendrons were slowly losing 
colour, the birds had finished with song. People passed 
and passed her; she saw nothing funny about them, and 
they seemed to see nothing funny about her. And Dinny 
thought: ‘Nothing seems funny any more, and I haven’t 
had any dinner.’ A coffee stall? Too early,' perhaps, but 
there must be places where she could still get something! 
No dinner, almost no lunch, no tea — a condition appro- 
priate to the love skki She began to move towards 
Kmghtsbridge, walking fast, by instinct rather than 
experience, for this was the first time she had ever wandered 
alone about London at such an hour. Reaching the gate 
without adventure, she crossed and went down Sloane 
Street. She felt much better moving, and chalked up in 
her mind the thought: ‘For love-sickness, walking]’ In 
this straight street there was practically nobody to notice 
her. The carefully closed and blinded houses seemed to 
confirm, each with its tall formal narrow face, the in- 
difference of the regimented world to the longings of 
street-walkers such as she. At the corner of the King’s 
Road a woman was standing. ° 

Could you tell me, said Dinny, “of any place close by 
where I could get something to cat?” 

The woman addressed, she now saw, had a short face 
with high cheek-bones on which, and round the eyes, was 
a good deal of make-up. Her lips were good-natured, a 
little thick; her nose, too, rather thick; her eyes had the 
look which comes of having to be now stony and now 
luring, as if they had lost touch with her soul. Her dress 
was dark and fitted her curves, and she wore a large string 

of artificial pearls. Dinny could not help thinking she had 
seen people in Society not unlike her. 

“There’s a nice little place on the left.” 

“Would you care to come and have something with 


M 
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me?'’ said Dinny, moved by impulse, or by sometbino- 
hungry in the woman’s face. 

“Why! I would/’ said the woman. “i'Vict is, J came out 
without anything. It’s nice to ha\e company, too/’ She 
turned up the King’s Road aiul Dinny turned aioni.^sklc. 
It passed through her mind that if she met someone it 
would be quaint; but for ail tivat she felt better, 

Tor God’s sake/ she thought , ‘be naturalP 
The woman led her into a little restaurant, or rather 
public-house, for it had a bar, 'j'here was no one in the 
cating-room, which laid a separate entranix*, anti the\‘ sat 
down at a small talde wirli a cruet jaantl, a handbell, a 
I)Ottlc of Worcester sauce, and in a vase some lailing 
pyrethrums which had never been iVesln 'ritere was \i 
slight smell of vinegar. 

“I m/Id do with a cigarette/’ s.iiti the woman. 

Dinny had none. She tinkled the ItclL 
“Any particular sort?” 

“Oh! Gaspers.” 

A waitress appeared, looked at tlie wtnnaii, looked at 
Dinny, and said: “Yes?” 

“A packet of Players, please. A lari»c cotiee f n: me, 
strong and fresh, and some cake or iniris, tn: anytliing. 
What will you liave?” 

The woman looked at Dinny, as thouglt measuring her 
capacity, looked at the waitress, ami said, hesitating: 
“Well, to tell the trutig rm hungry. < Aid bceibmd a bottle 
of stout?” 

“Vegetables?” said Dinny: “A salad?” 

“Well, a salad, thank you.” 

“Goodl And pickled walnuts? Will you gel it all as' 
quickly as you can, please?” 

The waitress passed her tongue over her lips, nodded,, 
and went away. 

“X say,” said the woman, suddenly, "it’s awful nice of 

you, you know/’ 
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“It was so friendly of you to come. I should have felt a 
bit lost without you.” 

“She can’t make it out,” said the woman, nodding her 
head towards the vani.shed waitress. “To tell you the 
truth, nor can I.” 

“Why? We’re both hungry.” 

“No doubt about that,” said the wojnan; “you’re going 
to see nte eat. I’jii glad you ordered pickled walnuts, I 
never cait resist a pickled onion, and it don’t do.” 

“I might have thought of cocktails,” murmured Dinny, 
“but perhaps they don’t make them here.” 

“A sherry woukin’i be amiss. I’ll get ’em.” The woman 
rose and disappeared into the bar, 

Dinny rook the chance to pow'dcr her nose. She also 
dived her hand dowit to the pocket in her ‘boned body’ 
where the spoils of South Molton Street were stored, and 
extracteil a fivc-pcjutid note. She was feeling a sort of sad 
excitement. 

The woman came hack with two glasses. “I told ’em to 
charge it to our hill. 'I'lie liijuor’s good here.” 

Dinny raised her glass and sipped. The wonun tossed 
hens off at a draught. 

“I wanted that. Fancy a country where you couldn’t get 
a drink!” 

“But they can, of ctninsc, and do.” 

“You l)ct. But they .say some of the liquor’s awful,” 

Dinny saw that her gaze was travelling up and down her 
cloak and dress and face with insatiable curiosity. 

“Pardon me,” said the woman, suddenly: “You got a 
date?” 

“No, Pm going home after this.” 

_ The Wonsan sighed. “Wish she’d bring those bl-inkin’ 
cigaretre.s.” 

The wsutress reappeared with a bottle of stout and the 
cigarettes. Staring at Dinny’s hair, she ojsened the 
bottle. 
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“Coo!” said the woman, taking a long draw at her 
‘Gasper,’ “I wanted that.” 

“I’ll bring you the other things in a minute,” said the 
waitress. 

“I haven’t seen you on the stage, have I?” said the 
woman. 

“No, I’m not on the stage.” 

The advent of food broke the ensuing hiush. The 
coffee was better than Dinny had luipeil and very hot. 
She had drunk most of it ami eaten a large piece of plum 
cake before the woman, putting a pickled walnut in her 
mouth, spoke again. 

“D’you live in London?” 

“No. In Oxfordshire.” 

“Well, I like the country, too; hut I nevr-r .see it now. I 
was brought up near Miiidstonc— pretty round there.” 
She heaved a sigh with a iiavuuiing of .stout. “They say 

the Communists in Russia have done away with vice 

isn’t that a scream? An American journali.st told me. 
Weill I never knew a budget make such a difference 
before,” she continued, expelling .smoke a.s if liberating 
her soul: “Dreadful lot of unemployment .” 

“It docs seem to affect everybody.” 

“Affects me, 1 know,” and she .st.trcd stonily. "I 
suppose you’re shocked at that.” 

“It takes a lot to sliock people nowadays, dt m’t you find?” 

“Well, I don’t mix as a rule with bishops.” 

Dinny laughed. 

“All the same,” said the woman, dciianily, “1 came 
across a parson who talked the iwst sense to me 1 ever 
heard; of course, I couldn’t follow it.” 

“I’ll make you a bet,” said Dinny, “that I know his 
name. Qicrrell?” 

“In once,” said the woman, and her eye$ grew round. 

“He’s my uncle.” 

“Cool Well, wclll It’s a funny worldl And not so 
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large. Nice man he was,” she added. 

‘‘Still is.” 

“One of the best.” 

Dinny, who had been waiting for those inevitable 
words, thought: ‘This is where they used to do the “My 
erring sister” stunt,'' 

The woman uttered a sigh of repletion. 

“Fve enjoyed that,” she said, and rose. “Thank you ever 
so. I must be getting on now, or FIl be late for business.” 

Dinny tinkled the bell. The waitress appeared with 
suspicious promptitude. 

“The bill, please, and can you get me that changed?” 

The waitress took the note with a certain caution, 

“ril just go and fix myself,” said the woman; “see you in 
a minute.” She passed through a door. 

Dinny drank up the remains of her coffee. She was 
trying to realise what it must be like to live like that. The 
waitress came back with the change, received her tip, 
said “Thank you, miss,” and went. Dinny resumed the 
process of realisation. 

“Well,” said the woman's voice behind her, “I don't 
suppose ril ever see you again. But I'd like to say I think 
you're a jolly good sort.” 

Dinny looked up at her. 

“When you said you'd come out without anything, did 
you mean you hadn't anything to come out with?” 

“Sure thing,” said the woman. 

“Then would you mind taking this change? It's horrid 
to have no money in London.” 

The woman bit her lips, and Dinny could see that they 
were trembling. 

“I wouldn’t like to take your money,” she said, ^‘after 
you've been so kind.” 

“Ohl boshl Please!” And, catching her hand, she 
pressed the money into it* .To her horror, the woman 
uttered a loud sniff* She wm preparing to make a run for 



F L O W E R I N G W I L D E R N E S S 


174 

the door, when the woman said: 

^‘D’you know what Fm going to do? Fm going home to 
have a sleep. My God, I am! Fm going honK* to have a sleep.” 

Dinny hurried back to Sloanc Street. Wndldng past the 
tall blinded houses, she recognised with {gratitude that her 
love-siclmess was much better, if she did not walk too 
fast, she would not be too soon at Mount Street. It was 
dark now, and in spite of the hay.e oi city light the sky was 
alive with stars. She did not enter the Park again, but 
walked along its outside railings. It seemed an immense 
time since she had parted from Stack and tlie dog in Cork 
Street. TrafBc was thickenimt as site ruuiuied into Park 
Lane. To-morrow all these vehicles would i)e draining out 
to Epsom Downs; the Tou^n woukl l>e seeming almost 
empty. And, with a sickening sensatioig it flashed on her 
how empty it would always feel witltuut Will rid to see or 
look forward to. 

She came to the gate by the 'jil)l)in|; 1 barrel / and suddenly, 
as though all that evening luid l)cen a drcain, she saw 
Wilfrid standing beside it. She choked arid ran forward. 
He put out his arms and caught her to him. 

The moment could hardly be prtikmg.cd, for cars and 
pedestrians were passing in and out; so arm-in -arm they 
moved towards Mount Street. Diimy just clung to him, 
and he seemed equally woriiless; Inn flu* tluHighi that he 
had come there to be near her was iatiniti'ly t'omlorting. 

They escorted each talier back atul idrth past the house, 
like some footman and luousemaid ftn* .t quarter of an hour 
off duty. Class and coutury, enstotn and creed, all were 
ftxrgotten. And, perhaps, no two people in all its seven 
millions were in those iew^ niinutes more mo veil and at one 
in the whole of London. 

At last the comic instinct woke. 

“We can’t see each other home all nigjn, darlingn So 
one kiss— and yet— one kiss---and yet- - one kissP’ 

She ran up the steps, and turned the key. 



CHAPTER XXI 


Wilfrid’s mood when he left his publisher at ‘The 
Jessamine’ was angry and confused. Without penetrating 
to the depths of Compson Grice’s mental anatomy, he felt 
that he had been manipulated; and the whole of that rest- 
less afternoon he wandered, swung between relief at 
having burnt his boats and resentment at the irrevocable. 
Thus preoccupied, he did not really feel the shock his note 
would be' to Dinny, and only when, returning to his 
rooms, he received her answer did his heart go out to her, 
and with it himself to where she had fortuitously found 
him. In the few minutes while they paraded Mount 
Street, silent and half-embraced, she had managed to pass 
into him her feeling that it was not one but two against the 
world. Why keep away and make her more unhappy than 
he need? And he sent her a note by Stack next morning 
asking her to go ‘joy-riding.’ He had forgotten the Derby, 
and their car was involved almost at once in a stream of 
vehicles. 

“I’ve never seen the Derby,” said Dinny. “Could we 
go?” 

There was the more reason why they should go because 
there seemed to be no reasonable chance of not going. 

Dinny was astonished at the general sobriety. No 
drinking and no streamers, no donkey-carts, false noses, 
badinage. Not a four-in-hand visible, not a coster nor a 
Kate; nothing but a wedged and moving stream of motor 
’buses and cars mostly shut. 

When, at last, they had ‘parked’ on the Down, eaten 
their sandwiches and moved into the crowd, they turned 
instinctively toward the chance of seeing a horse. 

Frith’s “Derby Day” seemed no longer true, if it ever 

m 
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was. In that picture people seemed to have lives and to be 
living them; in this crowd cvervbody seemed trvim^ tn 

- , “ ' J ' to 

somewhere else. 

In the paddock, which at first sight still secrricd all 
people and no horses, Wilfrid said suddenly: 

‘‘This is foolish, Dinny; we’re certain to he seen.’’ 
“And if we are? Look, there’s a horse!” 

Quite a number of horses, indeed, were l )eing led toiiiid 
in a ring. Dinny moved quickly tov-ird;: tlienn' 

“They all look beautiful to me,” slic said in a hushed 
voice, “and just as good one as tiic her— except tliis 
one; I don’t like his l)ack.” 

Wilfrid consulted his card. “Tint’s the fiivourite.” 

“I still don’t. D’you see what I mean,? ,lt co,mes to a 
point too near the tail, and then droo}is.” 

“I agree, but horses run in all shii|H*s.” 

“Til back the horse you fancy, XX’ilfricL” 

“Give tnc time, tlicn.” 

The people to her left and tight Isept an saying the 
horses’ names as they passed. She luid a fdace on tile rail 
with Wilfrid standing close l^ehind her. 

“lie’s a pig of a horse,” said a man on her left, “lil 
never back the brute again.” 

She took a glance at the speaker, i le was In'oad and 
about five feet six, with a roll of iiir on his neck, a bowkr 
hat, and a cigar in his mouth# Ihe luorsc’s fate seemed to 
her the less dreadful 

A lady sitting on a shooting-stick to her right 
said: ^ 

“They ought to clear the course for fijc horses going 
out. That lost me my money tm> years agtrd’ 

Wilfrid’s hand rested on her shoultler. 

“’I like that one,” he said, “Blenheim. I.et’s go and put 
our money on.^’ 

Ihey went to where people were standing in little 
q ucues before a row of what looked like pigeon-holes. 
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“Stand here/' he said. "I'll lay my egg and come back to 
you.'' 

Dinny stood watching. 

“How d’you do. Miss Cherrell?” A tali man in a grey 
top-hat, with a very long case of field-glasses slung round 
him, had halted before her. “We met at the Foch statue 
and your sister's wedding — remember?" 

“OhI yes. Mr. Muskham." Her heart was hurrying^ and 
she restrained herself from looking towards Wilfrid, 

“Any news of your sister?" 

“Yes, we heard from Egypt. They must have had it 
terribly hot in the Red Sea," 

“Have you backed anything?” 

“Not yet." 

“I shouldn't touch the favourite — ^he won't stay." 

“ We thought of Blenheim." 

“Well, nice horse, and handy for the turns. But there's 
one more fancied in his stable. I take it you're a neophyte. 
I'll give you two tips, Miss Cherrell. Look for one or 
both of two things in a horse: leverage behind, and 
personality — ^not looks, just personality." 

“Leverage behind? Do you mean higher behind than in 
front?" 

Jack Muskham smiled. ^^That's about it. If you see that 
in. a horse, especially where it has to come up a hill, back 
it." 

“But personality? Do you mean putting his head up and 
looldng over the tops of people into the distance? I saw 
one horse do that." 

“By Jove, I should like you as a pupill That’s just about 
what I do mean." 

“But I don't know which horse it was," said Dinny. 

“That's awkward." And then she saw the interested 
benevolence on his face stiffen. He lifted his hat and 
turned away. Wil&id's voice behind her said: 

“Well, you've got a tenner on/' 
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“Let’s go to the Stand and sec tlic race.” He did not 
seem to have seen Muskham; and, with liis hand wit bin her 
arm, she tried to Forget the sudden stiliening^ of jack 
Muskham’s fiice. The crowd’s multiple entreaty that she 
should have her ‘fortune toki’ ditl its best to d is t tact her 
and she arrived at the Stand in a nanui oF inditlercnce to 
all but WiltTul and the horses. 'They Found standing 
room close to tlic bookmakers near tlu- rails. 

“Green and chocolate— 1 can remembe r t ha t . Pistache is 
my favourite-ch()Colatc filling. W hat shall 1 win iF I do 
win, darling?” 

“Listen!” 

They isolated the words “ifiglucen to one Blen- 
heim!” 

“A hundred and eiglityl” salt! Dltiny. “Sjdentiid!” 

“Well, it means tliat he’s not fancied l>y the stable; 
they’ve got another running. Merc tiiey come! 'Iwo with 
chocolate and green, 'riie second oFtlrcm is ours.” 

The parade, enchanting to all cxcc|>t the liorses, gave her 
the chance to see the Irrown horse they liacl l)acked adorn- 
ing its perched rider. 

“How d’you like him, Ditmy?” 

“I love them ticarly all. How can i>eoidc tell wliich is the 
best bydooking at them?” 

“They can’t.’"^ 

The horses were turning now arid cantering past the 
Stand. 

“Would you say Blenheim is higher behind than in 
front?” murmured Dinny. 

“No. Very nice action. Why?” 

But she only pressed his arm and gave a little shiver. 

Neither of them having glasses, all was obscure to thein 
when the race began, A man just behind kept saying: 
“The favourite’s Icadin’l The favourite’s leatlinT’ 

As the horses came round lattenham (Artier, the same 
man burbled: “The Pasha— the Pasha’ll win — no, the 
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favourite— the favourite wins!— no, he don’t— Iliad 

Iliad wins.” 

Dinny felt Wilfrid’s hand grip her arm. 

“Ours,” he said, “on this side — look!” 

Dinny saw a horse on the far side in pink and brown, 
and nearer her the chocolate and green. It was ahead, it 
was ahead! They had won! ’ 

Amidst the silence and discomfiture those two stood 
smiling at each other. It seemed an omen! 

“I’ll draw your money, and we’ll go to the car and be 
off.” 

He insisted on her taking all the money, and she en- 
sconced it with her other wealth— so much more insurance 
against any sudden decision to deprive her of himseff. 

They drove again into Richmond Park on the way home, 
and sat a long time among the young bracken, listening to 
the cuckoos, very happy in the sunny, peaceful, whispering 
afternoon. ^ ^ 

They dined together in a Kensington restaurant, and he 
left her finally at the top of Mount Street. 

That night she slept unvisited by doubts or dreams, and 
went down to breakfast with clear eyes and a flush of 
sunburn on her cheeks. Her uncle was reading TAe 
Daily Phase. He put it down and said: rka. Sc r! 

“When you’ve had your coffee, Dinny, /ou might 
glance at this. There is something about publishers,” 
he added, which makes one doubt sometimes whether 
they are men and brothers. And there is something about 
editors which makes it certain sometimes that they are 
not.” ■' 

Dinny read Comps on Grice’s letter, printed under the 
headlines: 

“MR. desert’s APOSTASY. 

OUR CHALLENGE TAKEN UP, 

A CONFESSION.” 
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Two stanzas from Sir Alfred LyalFs poem Theology in 
Extremis followed: 

Am I bidding for glory s roll? 

I shall be murdered and clean forgot; 

Is it a bargain to save my soul? 

God, whom I trust in, bargains not. 

Yet for the honour of English race 
May 1 not live or endure disgrace . , . 

‘^‘1 must be gone to the crowd unfold 

Of men by the Cause which tiny served unknown^ 

Who moulder in myriad graves of old; 

Never a story and never a stone 
Tells of the martyrs who die like me. 

Just for the pride of the old count reef* 

And the pink of sunburn gave way to a flood of crimson. 

‘‘Yes,” murmured Sir Lawrence, watching her, “ ‘the 
fat is in the fire,’ as old Forsyte would have said. Still, 
I was talking to a man last night who thought that nowa- 
days nothing makes an indelible mark. Cheating at cards, 
boning necHaces — you go abroad for two years and it’s 
all forgotten. As for sex abnormality, according to him 
it’s no longer abnormal. So we mUvSt cheer upl” 

Dinny said passionately: “What I resent is that any 
worm will have the power to say what he pleases.” 

Sir Lawrence nodded: “The greater the worm, the 
greater the power. But it’s not the worms wc need bother 
about; it’s the people with ‘pride of English race,’ and 
there are still a few about.” 

“Uncle, is there any way in which Wilfrid can show 
publicly that he’s not a coward?” 

“He did well in the war.” 

“Who remembers the war?” 

“Perhaps,” muttered Sir Lawrence, “we could throw a 
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bomb at his car in Piccadilly, so that he could look at it 
over the side and light a cigarette. I can't think of any- 
thing more helpful.” 

‘1 saw Mr. Muskham yesterday.” 

“Then you were at the Derby?” Pie took a very little 
cigar from his pocket. “Jack takes the view that you are 
being victimised.” 

OhI Why can’t people leave one alone?” 

“Attractive nymphs are never left alone. Jack’s a 
rmsogynist.” 

Dinny gave a little desperate laugh. 

“I suppose one’s troubles are funny.” 

She got up and went to the window. It seemed to her 
that all the world was barking, like dogs at a cornered cat, 
and yet there was nothing in Mount Street but a van frorn 
the Express Dairy. 



CHAPTER XXil 

Jack Muskham .Kvupi«l a Ix-dnimn at Burton’s ri,i 
when racinu kept: him (.verninht in i,,\vn. I hu in,-' r -s ) ^ 

account of the Derhv in 7 'A- /WA /V- In f 

paper idly. The -ttlx; featurett it, ’dnt 
of little interest: ,o him. It.s editing .shnrl.Vd hi." h?™r"‘5' 
Its new.s jarred his taste, its pdliiics ntiuiided him In- 'l 
so like his own. But his permal we; ru.t i, ■ 

it lie'! ''“'"’li ''■'ll’'' tlm fi.H.i'd 

.Glorying in his yellow streak, rvi.s he, atvd fikinn dor 
nice gtrl with him to Coventrv! I l.tdt,’, eve th ' 
to avoid being seen with her in public . „r . he ver day rvh! 
he was confessing himself as yellow as that r:J ^ ^ 
in an age wlicn tolerations and eondtHvif ^ i 
almost a <!»„, Jack M„aU,a„, „ : , 

™ »«■! He l„„i .fclilc, 

Stammered. WImP Hero 
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duct, it would look as if nobody cared. 

‘By George!’ he thought. ‘This Club, at least, can sit up 
and take notice. We don’t want rats in Burton’s I’ 

He brought the matter up in Committee meeting that 
very afternoon, and was astonished almost to consterna- 
tion by the apathy with which it was received. Of the 
seven members present— ‘the Squire,’ Wilfrid Bentworth, 
being in the Chair four seemed to think it was a matter 
between young Desert and his conscience, and, besides, it 
looked like being a newspaper stunt. Times had changed 
since Lyall wrote that poem. One member went so far 
as to say he didn’t want to be bothered, he hadn’t read 
Tie Leopard, he didn’t know Desert, and he hated 
The Daily Phase. 

So do I5 said Jack Aluskhatn, ^^but hete’s the poem/^ 
He had sent out for it and spent an hour after lunch 
reading it. '"Let me read you a bit. Ifs poisonous.’’ 

"For heaven’s sake no. Jack!” 

The fifth member, who had so far said nothing, supposed 
that if Muskham pressed it they must all read the thin^. 

"I do press it.” 

'The Squire,’ hitherto square and silent, remarked: 
The secretary will get copies and send them round to the 
Committee. Better send them, too, a copy of to-day’s 
Daily Phase. We’ll discuss it at the meeting next Friday. 
Now about this claret?” And they moved to consideration 
of important matters. 

It has been noticed that when a newspaper of a certain 
type lights on an incident which enables it at once to 
exhibit virtue and beat the drum of its own policy, it will 
exploit that incident, within the limits of the law of libel, 
without regard to the susceptibilities of individuals! 
Secured by the confession in Compson Grice’s letter. 
The Daily Phase made the most of its opportunity, and 
in the eight days intervening before the next Committee 
meeting gave the Comnaitteemen little chance of pro- 
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fessing ignorance or indiilcrcnrc. ho erv lx ul\\ indeed, was 
reading and talking ahnnt 7' r /„ ;\.;v/ and, on the 
morning of the adjmrrncd nice! in;,-, 7 ‘7' / 
a long allusive column on tlu’ extuane impornincc of 
British behaviour in the bast, h ii.ui also a liore^type 
advertisement. '‘'77v /av/x.rj x/.'o* /’wovr, by XVilfry 
Desert: piihlirJied by (siiup';t>!i (bici’: et)[Mes sold* 

Third Large Impressioa rejd\d' 

A cichate on rlie ostracism <»t'a Irll', •v/.-heing will hting 
almost tmy man to a (Ammitfce i::eefin;;; and tlic atten- 
dance included sotne nevtu' In’tore known to ttonu;. 

A motion h;ui heeti rranuai U\ Jaik Mu. Jdiam: 

^‘That the Honourable W'iltVid l)c‘crf Ik- rci|uested 
under Rule 25, to resign his mcmhrrslii|5 of Burton’s 
Club, because of conduct mthecoming !»> a member.’’ 

1 k opened tlie tiiscussion itt tlu* c Wiud a 
You’ve all had copies t>{' I kyat’s pisem 7 A;* iM^pjrd 
and Th DjI/v i’Aarr ot' \es!<'oLi\'‘ week. There’s no 
doubt about the tlunr:, iH-sert Iv.is puhhcly owned to 
having ratted from his icligiosi at the pistoFs p^unr, and I 
say he’s no lotiger lit to he a memlH r t>f tins <duh. It was 
bounded in memory of a very gfvaf traveller who’d havu 
dared Hell itselL \\'e tlon'f want pcttple here who don’t 
act up to Isnglish traditions, and make a ssortg about it 
into the Imrgaim” 

There was a short silctice, iUkl tluai the fdth member of 
the Committee at tl)c previous nuaiing remarked: 

*lt’s a deuced fine poem, all the satned’ 

A wdbknowm KAh, who laid once f ra\ i:lk‘d in I’urkcy, 
added: 

*'Onghtn*t he to have been askcil to attend?” 

*AVh.y?” asked Jack Muskhanu **l ic can't say im)rc than 
is said in that poem, or in that letter ol his pulihshciY.” 

The fourth member of the Cmnmittce at the inevious 
meeting muttered: ‘T don’t like paying auction to Tk 
Dai/jPhse:* 
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can’t help his having chosen that particular rag,” 
said Jack Muskham. 

^‘Very distasteful,” continued the fourth member, 
‘‘diving into matters of conscience. Are we all prepared to 
say we wouldn’t have done the same?” 

There was a sound as of feet shufHing, and a wrinkled 
expert on the early civilisations of Ceylon murmured: 
“To my mind. Desert is on the carpet — not for apostasy, 
but for the song he’s made about it. Decency should have 
kept him quiet. Advertising his book! It’s in a third 
edition, and everybody reading it, Maldng money out of it 
seems to me the limit.” 

“I don’t suppose,” said the fourth member, “that he 
thought of that. It’s the accident of the sensation.” 

“He could have withdrawn the book.” 

“Depends on his contract. Besides, that would look like 
running from the storm he’s roused. As a matter of fact, I 
think it’s rather fine to have made an open confession.” 

“Theatricall” murmured the K.C. 

“If this,” said Jack Muskham, “were one of the Service 
Clubs, they wouldn’t think twice about it.” 

An author of Mexico Revisited said drily: 

“But it is not.” 

“I don’t know if you can judge poets like >ther people,” 
mused the iifth member. 

“In matters «of ordinary conduct,” said the expert on the 
civilisation of Ceylon, “why not?” 

A little man at the end of the table opposite the Chair- 
man remarked, “The D-d-daily Ph-Phase^^^ as if releasing a 
small spasm of wind. 

“Everybody’s talking about the thing,” said the K.C. 

“My young people,” put in a man who had not yet 
spoken, “scoff. They say: "What does it matter what he 
did?’ They talk about hypocrisy, laugh at T.yall’s poem, 
and say it’s good for the Empire to have some wind let 
out of it” 
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“Exactly!” said Jack Muskham: “That’s the modem 
jargon. All standards gone by the board. Are we going to 
stand for that?” 

“Anybody here know young Desert? asked the fifth 
member. 

“To nod to,” replied Jack Muskham. 

Nobody else acknowledged acquaintanceship. 

A very dark man with deep lively eyes said suddenly; 

“All I can say is I trust the story has not got .about in 
Afghanistan; I’m going there next month.” 

“Why?” said the fourth member. 

“Merely because it will add to the contempt with which 
I shall be regarded, anyway.” 

Coming from a well-known traveller, this remark made- 
more impression than anything said so far. 1 wo memlicrs, 
who, with the Chairman, had not yet spoken, .said simul- 
taneously: “Quite!” 

“I don’t like condemning a man unlieard,” said the K.C. 

“What about that, ‘Squire’ ?” asked the fourth member. 

The Chairman, who was smoking a pipe, took it from his 
mouth. 

“Anybody anything more to say?” 

“Yes,” said the author of Mexico KepisUed, “let’s put 
it on his conduct in publishing that poem.” 

“You can’t,” growled Jack Muskham; “the W'hole 
thing’s of a piece. The point is simply: Is he fit to be ;i 
member here or not? I ask the Chairman to put that to the 
meeting.” 

But the ‘Squire’ continued to smoke his pipe. His 
experience of Committees told him that the time was not 
yet. Separate or ‘knot’ discussions would now set in. 
They led nowhere, of course, but ministered to a gen- 
eral sense that the subject was having justice done to 
it. 

Jack Muskham sat silent, his long face impassive and his 
long legs stretched out. The discussion continued. 
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^‘Well?” said the member who had revisited Mexico, at 
ast. 

The ^Squire’ tapped out his pipe. 

"T think/’ he said, ^That Mr. Desert should be asked to 
give us his reasons for publishing that poem.” 

"‘Hear, hearl” said the K.C. 

“Quitel” said the two members who had said it before. 

“I agree,” said the authority on Ceylon. 

“Anybody against that?” said the "Squire.’ 

""I don’t see the use of it,” muttered Jack Muskham. 
“He ratted, and he’s confessed it.” 

No one else objecting, the "Squire’ continued: 

“The Secretary will ask him to see us and explain. 
There’s no other business, gentlemen.” 

In spite of the general understanding that the matter 
was sub judice^ these proceedings were confided to Sir 
Lawrence before the day was out by three members of the 
Committee, including Jack Muskham. He took the know- 
ledge out with him to dinner at South Street. 

Since the publication of the poems and Compson 
Grice’s letter, Michael and Fleur had talked of little else, 
forced to by the comments and questionings of practically 
every acquaintance. They differed radically. Michael, 
originally averse to publication of the poem, now that it 
was out, stoutly defended the honesty and courage of 
Wilfrid’s avowal. Fleur could not forgive what she called 
the "stupidity of the whole thing.’ If he had only kept 
quiet and not indulged his conscience or his pride, the 
matter would have blown over, leaving practically no 
mark. It was, she said, unfair to Dinny, and unnecessary so 
far as Wilfrid himself was concerned; but of course he had 
always been like that. She had not forgotten the un- 
compromising way in which eight years ago he had asked 
her to become his mistress, and the still more uncom- 
promising way in which he had fled from her when she 
had not complied. When Sir Lawrence told them 
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Burton’s, she said simply; 
well, what could he expect?” 

Michael muttered? 

‘^'Why is Jack Mushham so bittei:?” 

Some dogs attack each other at sitjiit Others: ^ • 

more meditatively. This appears to\e a ctrof bo h ^ 
should say Dinny is the bone.” ^ 

Fleur laughed. 

Jack Muskham aud Dinny 1” 

VL tr. ‘ 

_ “I doubt if Wilfrid will go before the Committee ” said 
Ml Jael, gloomily. Fleur confirmed him. ^ 

^^Of course he won’t, Michael.” 

^ Then what will happen?” 

“Mmost certainly he’ll be expelled under rule whatever 

Michael shrugged. “He won’t care. What’s a n,,) 
more or less?” wnats a Uub 

opimon line up against him.” ' 

"^And for him.” 

''' '‘”™ “«>»«» to- 

®ight be, but it’s not easy. PeoJe 1;.. ! 
pcsio. of 



FLOWERING WILDERNESS 189 

may get into the papers. Van horses seldom run away 
in Piccadilly. He might throw someone off West- 
minster Bridge, and jump in after him; but that would 
merely be murder and suicide. Curious that, with all 
the heroism there is about, it should be so difficult to be 
deliberately heroic.” 

^'He ought to face the Committee,” said Michael; 
'■^and I hope he will. There’s something he told me. It 
sounds silly; but, knowing Wilfrid, one can see it made all 
the difference.” 

Fleur had planted her elbows on the polished table 
and her chin on her hands. So, leaning forward, she 
looked like the girl contemplating a china image in her 
father’s picture by Alfred Stevens. 

^‘Well?” she said. ‘^What is it?” 

“Fie said he felt sorry for his executioner.” 

Neither his wife nor his father moved, except for a 
slight raising of the eyebrows. Fie went on defiantly: 

“Of course, it sounds absurd, but be said the fellow 
begged him not to make him shoot— he was under a vow 
to convert the infidel.” 

“To mention that to the Committee,” Sir Lawrence said 
slowly, “would certainly be telling it to the marines.” 

“lie’s not likely to,” said Fleur; “he’d rather die than be 
laughed at.” 

“Exactlyl I only mentioned it to show that the whole 
thing’s not so simple as it appears to the pukka sahib.” 

“When,” murmured Sir Lawrence, in a detached voice, 
“have I heard anything so nicely ironical? But all this is not 
helping Dinny.” 

“I think I’ll go and see him again,” said Michael. 

“The simplest thing,” said Meur, “is for him to resign at 
once.”' 

And with that common-sense conclusion the discussion 
closed. 
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Those who love, when the ohjeei dH'ir I,,ve is in 
trouble, must kecp synipathy lo ihenisehes nmi vet show 
it. Dinny did not find this easy. She wau hed, lynx-eyed 
for any chance to assuage her lover’s hiiteiix-si; of soul’ 
but though they continued to meet tiailv, he -avc her 
none. Except for the expression of his f;uv when he wis 
oil guard, he might have been quite unt.a.ebed by tru-edv 
Throughout that fortnight after the IX-rby she e.mic to his 
looms, ^and they went joy-riding, aeefnup.uiied by the 
spaniel I'och; and he never mentioiua! that otwliiehall more 
or less literary and ollicial London was lalhinn. Through Sir 
lawrence, however, she Iieard that he h.ul"i,een asked to 
meet the Committee of Hunoit’s Clui, and ],.u! answered 
bpcsignation, r\nd, through Miehael, u ho lud I wn tosce 
him again, ahe heard tluit he knew oi” jack Musklnni's 
part in the aOair. Since he so rig.idh .vfnsed to , ,pen out to 
her, she, at great cost, tried to surpass him in obliviousness 
(>!■ purgatory. His face often made her ache, inn she kent 
that ache out of her own face. And all the time tthe was in 
bitter doubt whether .she was right to refr.dn fr, m, trying to 
break through to him. It was a long and tc r.ibk- le;<m in 
the truth that not even real Ime can reach and anoint deei> 
spiritual sores. The other half ot' her iroyide, the unending 
quiet pressure of her family’s sorrowful ai.trm, c.mscd her 
irfItEtion ol which she wsis iivsliiyncii. 

And then occurred an incident wltidi, however un- 
pleasant and altirming at the numtew, was almost a relief 
liecause it broke up that silence. 

They had liccn to the Tate fiallcry and. walkint- home, 
tad just come up tlw steps leading to Carlton j iou.se 
lerrace. Dinny was still talking about the prc-Raphaclitett, 
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and saw nothing till Wilfrid's changed expression made 
her look for the cause. There was Jack Muskham, with a 
blank face, formally lifting a tall hat as if to someone who 
was not there, and a short dark man removing a grey felt 
covering, in unison. They passed, and she heard Muskham 
say: 

‘‘That I consider the limit." 

Instinctively her hand went out to grasp Wilfrid's arm, 
but too late. He had spun round in his tracks. She saw 
him, three yards away, tap Muskham on the shoulder, and 
the two face each other, with the little man looking up at 
them like a terrier at two large dogs about to fight. She 
heard Wilfrid say in a low voice: 

“What a coward and cad you arel" 

There followed an endless silence, while her eyes 
flitted from Wilfrid’s convulsed face to Muskham's, 
rigid and menacing, and the terrier man’s black eyes 
snapping up at them. She heard him say: “Come on, 
Jack!” saw a tremor pass through the length of Musk- 
ham's figure, his hands clench, his lips move: 

“You heard that, Yule?" 

The little man's hand, pushed under his arm, pulled at 
him; the tall figure turned; the two moved away; and 
Wilfrid was back at her side. 

“Coward and cadi" he muttered: “Coward and cadi 
Thank God I've told himi" He threw up his head, took a 
gulp of air, and said: “That's betterl Sorry, Dinnyl" 

In Dinny feeling was too churned up for speech. The 
moment had been so savagely primitive; and she had the 
horrid fear that it could not end there; an intuition, too, 
that she was the cause, the hidden reason of Muskham's 
virulence. She remembered Sir Lawrence's words: 
“Jack thinks you are being victimised." What if she werel 
What business was it of that long, lounging man who 
hated women! Absurd! She heard Wilfrid muttering: 

“ ‘The limitI' He might know what one feelsl" 
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“But, darling, if we all knew what other jH-ople fdt 
should be scnipliim, and he’s onlv a meinlH-r of the F, Jr 
Club.” ■ ' 

“He’s done his best to get me outed, and he eouldn’t 
even refrain irorn 

“It’s I who ought to he angry, not vou. It’s I 
force you to go about with me. ( )nly, \ , ui see, I like it , 
But, darling, I don t shrink in the w.e.h. W hat /'r the useoi 
my^Jtcing your love if y,n. tx-ntft let y elf g„ 

“Why should I worry you with wh.u e.uri i>e eured=” 

“I exist to !)e worrieti Iw you. P,v.,mv wi h rv tne'" 

“Oh! Dinny, you’re an angel!" ' ' 

“I repeat it is not so. I really hav<- bh ,d in mv x eins ” 
“It’s like ear-aehe; you shake y. mr hea.i, attd ‘sit.ike toui 
head, and it’s no good, 1 fhou-ht puMisliim. 77,,. ; j 
TOukUrec me, hut it hat.n'i. An. I ‘velhne.’ 

If you were yellow I shouk! not l.ave loved vou ” 

“Ohl I don’t know. Wonumati k.ve .inythini> ’’ 
“Proverbially we admire eour.tge betore all. 'I’m gointr 
to be brutal. Has doubt of your cotii.ii-e ,in\tbing to do 

;;'i.rrusr "■ 

Dinny looked ui> at inin. 

“Oh! d.irling, don’t aeliel 1 dt. so hate it I'or vou " 

They sutod for a moment luttkiim <keplv at each otlicr 
and a vendor of matches, withtnu the mo,u v to indulgeiti 
spiritual trouisle, said; ‘ ” 

“Box o’ lights, sirr" ... 

_ Though she had k-en cktser to W.ItVid tliat afternoon 
dan perhaps ever ktorc. l)i„„y returned to Mount 
Mrcet oppressed by fears. She ct.uki not get the look on 
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Muskham’s face out of her head, nor the sound of his: 
“You heard that, Yule?” 

It was silly! Gut of such explosive encounters nothing 
but legal remedies came nowadays; and of all people she 
had ever seen, she could least connect Jack Muskham with 
the Law. She noticed a hat in the hall, and heard voices, 
as she was passing her uncle’s study. She had barely 
taken off her own hat when he sent for her. He was 
talking to the little terrier man, who was perched astride of 
a chair, as if riding a race. 

“Dinny, Mr. Telfourd Yule; my niece Dinny Cherrell.” 

The little man bowed over her hand. 

“Yule has been telling me,” said Sir Lawrence, “of that 
encounter. He’s not ea.sy in his mind.” 

“Neither am 1,” said Dinny. 

“I’m .sure Jack didn’t mean those words to be heard 
Miss Cherrell.” 

“I don’t agree; 1 think he did.” 

Yule shrugged.^ The expression on his face was rueful, 
and Dinny liked its comical ugliness. 

“Well, he certainly didn’t mcanjow to hear them.” 

“He ought to have, then. Mr. iSesert would prefer not 
to be seen with me in pulilic. It’s I who make him.” 

“I came to your Uncle because when Jack won’t talk 
about a thing, it’s serious. I’ve known him a long time.” 

Dinny stood silent. The flush on her checks had 
dwindled to two red spots. And the two men stared at her, 
thinking, perliaps, that, with her cornflower-blue eyes, 
slenderness, and that hair, she looked unsuited to the 
matter in hand. She said quietly: “What can I do. Uncle 
Lawrence?*'^ 

“I doit’t sec, my dear, what anyone can do at the mo- 
ment. Mr. Yule says that he left Jack going back to 
Royston. I thought possibly I might take you down 
to see him to-morrow. He’s a queer fellow; if he didn’t 
date so, I shouldn’t worry. Such things blowover, as a rule.” 
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— X'. 5 a 

^ disposition to tremble 

VVnat do you mean by ‘date’ ?” 

ir Lawrence looked at Yule and said: “We don’r 
to seem absurd. There’s ]w>n ^ ^ j i r- ' ^ ^ * '"'s.nt 

E«glishm». „ f„ "1 W Iff. 

years; but Jack is a survival. Wedotftq^^i^ 

tok. Horse-pby i, 3 “ <« 

aippose, said Dinnyj with sf'>irit “L** ^ ■» 

f !««’. Williif-' "" 

No, ^ ule, ‘he won’t. Believe nir \f;-/ n 

I am deeply sorry about the whole business ’’ "" ' ' 

.hj””,Lr'“‘' " '™ '■■■■'■)■ ■■O'H' x. c,...., 
"n; »» 

quite sure he wouldn’t.” *' i'”' 

I sec,” said Sir .Lawrence (rlumlr 

Apologyl Thinking of Wiltrid’s b lY"^ 

the very idea of it offended b» • foruircil face, 

already on the score of persoinrc f 

thing he would dream of She win 'I 

h« room, then to4 out' lit Z ‘ 

loved looked back at her with the -Y'*^**^ 'i • ^ 

an effigy. Wiiffi], •’'^‘■T''cal nuliflcrcncc i.f 

‘Ohl " ?1- cowardlyi,^; 

Will my darling!’ she thtiunhr L i • 

SI>e went to her window ai luVmir 

evemng~the Friday of Asciit weefc )■ 

-eks when i« E«gd«oa line watteifllrlf:: 



FLOWERING WILDERNESS 


195 

On Wednesday there had been a deluge, but to-day had the 

feel of real high summer. Down below a taxi drew up 

her Uncle and Aunt were going out to dinner. There they 
came, with Blore putting them in and standing to look 
after them. Now the staff would turn on the wireless. 
YesI Here it wasi She opened her door. Grand opera! 
Rigoktfol The twittering of those tarnished melodies 
came up to her in all the bravura of an age which knew 
better than this, it seemed, how to express the emotions of 
wayward hearts. 

The gong! She did not want to go down and eat, but 
she must, or Blore and Augustine would be upset. She 
washed hastily, compromised with her dress, and went 
down. 

But while she ate she grew more restless, as if sitting 
still and attending to a single function were sharpening the 
edge of her anxiety. A duel! Fantastic, in these days! 
And yet— -Uncle Lawrence was uncanny, and Wilfrid in 
just the mood to do anything to show himself unafraid. 
Were duels illegal in France? Thank heaven she had all 
that money. No! It was absurd! People had called each 
other names with impunity for nearly a century. No good 
to fuss; to-morrow she would go with Uncle Lawrence and 
see that man. It was all, in some strange way, on her 
account. What would one of her own people do if called a 
coward and a cad— her father, her brother. Uncle Adrian? 
What cou/d they do? Horsewhips, fists, law courts — 
all such hopeless, coarse, ugly remedies! And she felt for 
the first time that Wilfrid had been wrong to use such 
words. Ah! But was he not entitled to hit back? Yes, 
indeed! She could sec again his head jerked up and hear 
his: ‘Ah! That’s better!’ 

Swallowing down her coffee, she got up and sought the 
drawing-room. On the sofa was her Aunt’s embroidery 
thrown down, and she gazed at it with a feeble interest. 
An intricate old French design needing many coloured 
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wools — grey rabbits looking archly over their shoulders 
at long, curious, yellow dogs seated on yello-wet 
haunches, with red eyes and tongues hanginjt out; leaves 
and flowers, too, and here and there a bird, all set in a 
background of brown wool. 'IVns ttf thousands of 
stitches, which, when finished, would lie under glass on a 
little table, and last till they were all dead anel no one knew 
who had wrought them. Touf laxse, to>it passe! The strains 
of 'BJgoktto still came floating frotn the haseniem, 
Really Augustine must have drama in her soul, to be 
listening to a whole opera. 

“'L.a Donna i mobile!” 

Dinny took up her book, the Mt wears of Ihrrklti 
Wilson-, a tome in which no one kept any f.iiih'to speak of 
except the authoress, and she only in her own estimation- 
a loose, bright, engaging, ctmeeited minx, with a good 
heart and one real romance among a peck of love aliairs. 

“La Donna h mobile!” It came mocking up the stairs, fine 
and free, as if the tenor had reacheti his Mecca. Mohik! 
No! That was more true of men tlian of woinenl Women 
did not change. One loved — one lost, perh.ipsl She sat 
with closed eyes till the last notes of that last act had did 
away, then went up to bed. She passed a tfight broken by 
dreams, and was awakened by a voice saying: 

“Someone on the telephone for you, Miss Dinny.” 

“For me? Why! What time is it?” 

“Half-past seven, miss.” 

She sat up startled. 

"Who is it?” 


iNo name, miss; but he wants to speak to you sixxial.” 
^ Wmh the thought ‘Wilfridl* she jumped up, put on a 
dressing-gown and slippers, and mn down, 

"‘Yes. Whoisit?’"' 

"‘Stack, mss. I’m sorry to disturb you so etdy, hut I 

went to bed m usual last 

ght, but this mornmg the dog was whWng k his room, 
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and I wnt in, and I see he’s not been in bed at all. He 
must have gone out very early, because I’ve been about 
since half-past six. I shouldn’t have disturbed you, miss, 
only I didn’t like the look of him last night . . . Can you 
hear me, miss?” ^ 

“Yes. Has he taken any clothes or anything?” 

“No, miss.” 

“Did anybody come to see him last night?” 

^ miss. But a letter came by hand about half-past 
nine. I noticed him distraight, miss, when I took the 
whisky in. Perhaps ifs nothing, but being so sudden, 
I . . . Can you hear me, miss?’’ 

Yes. 1 11 dress at once and come round. Stack, can you 
get me a taxi, oi, better, a car, by the time Pm there?” 

“PH get a car, miss.” 

"Ps there any service to the Continent he could have 
caught?” 

“Nothing before nine o’clock.” 

“PH be round as quick as .1 can.” 

Yes, miss. Oon t you worry, miss; he might be want- 
ing exercise or something.” 

Dinny replaced the receiver and flew upstairs. 



CHAPTER XXIV 


Wilfrid’s taxi-cab, whose tank he had caused to be 
filled to the brim, ground slowly up Maverstock Hill 
towards the Spaniard’s Road. He looked at his watch. 
Forty miles to Royston — even in this grow'lei: he would be 
there by nitiel He took out a letter and read it through 
once more. 


« 


Sir, 


'Tiverpool Street Station. 
^Triday. 


“You will agree that the matter of this afternoon cannot 
rest there. Since the Law denies one decent satisfaction, 
I give you due notice that I shall horscwliip you publicly 
whenever and wherever 1 first iind you unprotected by the 
presence of a lady. 

“Yours faithfully, 

“J. M'usrham. 

“The Briery, Royston.” 


‘Whenever and wherever I first find you unprotected by 
the presence of a ladyP That wouUl be sooner than the 
swine thought! A pity the fellow was so much older than 
himself. 

The cab had reached the tt>p now, and vras sj>ceditig 
along the lonely Spaniani’s Road. In the early giistcniag 
morning the view was worth a poet’s notice, but Wilfrid 
lay back in the cab, unseeing, consmned !>y his tlioughts. 
Something to hit at, I’his chap, at any rate, should no 
longer sneer at him! He had no plan except to be publicly 
on hand at the first possible moment after reading those 
words: “Unprotected by the presence of a lady!” Taken as 
sheltering behind a petticoat? Pity it was not a real duel! 

198 
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The duels of literature jig-sawed in his brain — Bel Ami, 
Bazarov, Dr. Slammer, Sir Lucius OTrigger, D’Artagnan’ 
Sir Toby, Winkle — all those creatures of fancy who had 
endeared the duel to readers. Duels and runs on banks, 
those two jewels in the crown of drama— gone! Well, he 
had shaved — ^with cold waterl — and dressed with as much 
care as if he were not going to a vulgar brawl. The dandi- 
fied Jack Muskham and a scene of low violencel Very 
amusingl The cab ground and whirred its way on through 
the thin early traffic of market and milk carts; and Wilfrid 
sat drowsing after his almost sleepless night. Barnet he 
passed, and Hatfield, and the confines of Welwyn Garden 
City, then Knebworth, and the long villages of Stevenage, 
Graveley and Baldock. Houses and trees seemed touched 
by unreality in the fine haze. Postmen, and maids on 
doorsteps, boys riding farm horses, and now and then an 
early cyclist, alone inhabited the outdoor world. And, 
with that wry smile on his lips and his eyes half closed, he 
lay back, his feet pressed against the seat opposite. He 
had not to st.age the scene, nor open the brawl. He had 
but to deliver himself, as it were registered, so that he 
could not be missed. 

The cab slowed up. 

“We’re gettin’ near Royston, governor; where d’you 
want to go?” 

“Pull up at the inn.” 

The cab resumed its progress. The morning light 
hardened. All, now, was positive, away to the round, 
high-lying clumps of beeches. On the grassy slope to his 
right he saw a string of sheeted race-horses moving 
slowly back from exercise. The cab entered a long village 
street, and near its end stopped at an hotel. Wilfrid got 
out. 

“Garage your cab. I’ll want you to take me back.” 

“Right, governor.” 

He went in and asked for breakfast. Just nine o'clock! 
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While eating he enquired of the waiter where the Briery 
was. 

‘It’s the long low ’ouse lying back on the right, sir* 
but if you want Mr, Muskham, you’ve only to stand in 
the street outside ’ere. ’Ell be passing on his pony at 
five past ten; you can set your watch by him going to his 
stud farm when there’s no racing.” 

“Thank you, that will save me trouble.” 

At five minutes before ten, smoking a cigarette, he took 
his position at the hotel gate. (Ert-in, and with that smile, 
he stood motionless, and through his mind passed and 
repassed the scene between lorn Sawyer and the hoy in 
the too-good clothes, walking round each other with an 
elaborate ritual of insults before the whirlwind uf their 
encounter. There would he no ritual to-dayl If 1 can 
lay him out,’ he thought, 1 wilH* His hands, concealed 
in the pockets of his jacket, kept turnirxg into lists; other- 
wise he stood, still as the gatepost against which he leaned, 
his face veiled in the thin fume rising from his cigarette. 
He noticed with satisfiiction his cabman talking to another 
chauffeur outside the yard, a man up the street opposite 
cleaning windows, and a butdicrks cart. Muskham could 
not pretend this was not a public occasitEi. if they had 
neither of them boxed since schooldays, the thing would 
be a crude mix-up; all the more chance of luirf ing or being 
hurti The sun topped some trees on the far side and shone 
on his face. He moved a pace or two to get the full of it. 
The sun— “iill good in life aime from the sun! And 
suddenly be thought of Dinny. lEc sun to her was not 
what it was to him. Was he in a dream— was she real? Or, 
rather, were she and all this English business some rude 
interval of waking? God knewl i Ic stirred and looked at 
his watch. Three minutes past ten, and there, sure enough, 
as the waiter had said, coming up the street was a rider, 
unconcerned, sedate, with a long easy scat on a sm.ill 
well-bred animal, Qoser and closer, unaware! Then the 
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rider’s eyes came round> there was a movement of liis 
chin. He raised a hand to his hat, checked the pony, 
wheeled it and cantered back. 

Tl’mi’ thought Wilfrid. 'Gone for his whip!’ And from 
the stump of his cigarette he lighted another. A voice 
behind him said: 

"What’d I tell you, sir? That’s Mr. Muskham.” 
seems to have forgotten something.” 

"Ahl” said the waiter, "he’s regular as a rule. They 
say at the stud he’s a Turk for order. Here he comes 
again; not lost much time, ’as ’c?” 

He was cotiiing at a canter. About thirty yards away he 
reined up and got oft‘. Wilfrid heard him say to the pony, 
"Stand, Bcttyl” His heart began to beat, Ids hands in his 
pockets were clenched fast; he still leaned against the gate. 
The waiter iuid withdrawn, but with the tail of his eye 
Wilfrid could sec him at the hotel door, waiting as if to 
watch over the interview he had fostered. His cabman 
was still eng5:iged in the endless conversation of those w^'lio 
drive cars; the sliopman still cleaning Ids windows; the 
butcher’s man rejoining his cart. Muskham came deliber- 
ately, a cut -and thrust whip in his hand. 

'Nowh thought Wilfrid. 

Within three yards Muskham stopped. "Arc you ready?” 

Wilfrid tt>ok nut his hands, let the cigarette drop from 
his lips, and nodded. Raising the whip, the long figure 
sprang. One l>lnw fell, then \Vllfrid closed. He closed so 
utterly that the whip was useless and Muskham dropped 
it. They swMycil back clinched together against the gate; 
then, both, as if struck by the same idea, undinched and 
raised thek fists. In a moment it was dear that neither 
was any longer expert. They drove at each other without 
science, i)ut with a sort of fury, 'length and weight on one 
side, ycaitli and agility on the other. A.midst the scrambling 
concussioas of this wild encounter, Wilfrid was consdous 
of a little cro^^olkcting—they had become a street 
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show! Theit combat was so breathless, furious and silent, 
that its nature seemed to infect that gathering, and from 
it came nothing but a muttering. Both were soon cut on 
the mouth and bleeding, both were soon winded and half 
dazed. In sheer breathlessness they clinched again and 
stood swaying, striving to get a grip of each other’s 
throats. 

*‘Go it, Mr. MuskhamI” cried a voice. 

As if encouraged, Wilfrid wrenched himself free and 
sprang; Muskham’s fist thumped into his chest as he came 
on, but his outstretched hands closed round his enemy’s 
neck. There was a long stagger, and then both went 
crashing to the ground. There, again as if moved by the 
same thought, they unclinched and scrambled up. For a 
moment they stood panting, glaring at each other for an 
opening. For a second each looked round him. Wilfrid 
saw Musldiam’s blood-stained face change and become 
rigid, his hands drop and hide in his pockets; saw him 
turn away. And suddenly he realised why. Standing up 
in an open car, across the street, was Dinny, with one hand 
covering her lips and the other shading her eyes, 

Wilfrid turned as abruptly and went into the hotel. 



CHAPTER XXV 


While Dinny dressed and sldmmcd along the nearly 
empty streets, she had been thinking hard. That letter 
brought last night by hand surely meant that Muskham 
was the cause of Wilfrid’s early sortie. Since he had 
slipped like a needle into a bundle of hay, her only chance 
was to work from the other end. No need to wait for her 
uncle to see Jack Muskham. She could see him alone just 
as well as, perhaps better. It was eight o’clock when she 
reached Cork Street, and she at once said: *"Has Mr. Desert 
a revolver, Stack?” 

“Yes, miss.” 

“Has he taken it?” 

“No.” 

“I ask because he had a quarrel yesterday.” 

Stack passed his hand over his unshaven chin. “Don’t 
know where you’re going, miss, but would you like me 
to come with you?” 

“I think it would be better if you’d go and make sure 
he isn’t taking a boat train.” 

“Certainly, miss. I’ll take the dog, and do that.” 

“Is that car outside for me?” 

“Yes, miss. Would you like it opened?” 

“I would; the more air, the better.” 

The henchman nodded, his eyes and nose seeming to 
Dinny unusually large and intelUgcnt. 

“If I run across Mr. Desert first, where shall I get in 
touch vrith you, miss?” 

“I’ll call at Royston postoffice for any telegram. Fm 
going to see a Mr. Muskham there. The quarrel was with 
him”' 
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“Have you had anything to eat, miss? Let me get you 
a cup of tea.” 

“Fve had one, thank you.” It saved time to say what 
was not true. 

That drive, on an unknown road, seemed inicrminahle 
to her, haunted by her unde’s words: “If Jack didn’t date 
so, I shouldn’t worry . . . He’.s a survivsd.” Suppose 
that, even now, in some enclo.sure — Richmond Park, Kea 
Wood, where not — they were playing the old fashioned 
pranks of lionovir! She conjured up the scene — jack 
Muskhara, tall, deliberate; Wilfrid, girt-itt, deiumt, trees 
around them, wottd-pigeons calling, their hands slowly 

rising to the level- 1 Yes, but who woukl give the 

word? And pistolsl People did not go about with duelling 
pistols nowadays. If that ha<i been suggesfetl, Wilfrid 
would surely have taken his revolvcrt \X’hat shoukl she 
say if, indeed, she found Muskliam at home? “Please don’t 
mind being called a cad and coward! They arc really almost 
terms of endearment.” Wilfrid must never know tliat .she 
had tried to mediate. It would but wound his (iride still 
further. Wounded pridel Was there any older, ticeper, 
more obstinate ousc of human trouble, or any more 
natural and excusable! The consektusness of having failed 
onesein Overmastered by the attraction that "knows 
neither reason nor law, she loved Wilfrid none the less for 
having failed liimself; but she was not blind to that failure, 
liver since her lather’s words “by any Hnglisbman who’s 
threatened with a pistol” had touched .some nerve in the 
lMck.ttround of her Iseing, she had realised tli.ii she was 
<iiviile(i by her love frtim her instinaivc sense of what 
was due from linglishmcn. 

The tiriver stopped to examine a back tyre. I-rom 
the hedge a drift of cldcr-flowcr scent matlc her close 
her eyes. Those flat white scented blossoms! 'I'he 
driver renittuntcd and started the cat with a jerk. Was 
life always going to jerk her away from love? Was she 
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never to rest drugged and happy in its arms? 

‘Morbidr she thought. "I ought to be keying my pitch 
to the Jockey Qub.^ 

Royston began, and she said: ‘"Stop at the post-ofHce, 
please.” 

“Right, ladyl” 

There was no telegram for her, and she asked for 
Muskham’s house. The post-mistress looked at the clock, 

“Nearly opposite, miss; but if you want Mr. Muskham, 
I saw him pass riding just now. He’ll be going to his stud 
farm — that’ll be through the town and off to the right.” 

Dinny resumed her seat, and they drove slowly on. 

Afterwards she did not know whether her instinct or 
the driver’s stopped the car. For when he turned round 
and said: “Appears like a bit of a mix-up, miss,” she was 
already standing, to see over the heads of that ring of 
people in the road. She saw only too well the stained, 
blood-streaked faces, the rain of blows, the breathless, 
swaying struggle. She had opened the door, but with 
the sudden thought: "He’d never forgive mel’ banged it 
to again, and stood, with one hand shading her eyes, the 
other covering her lips, conscious that the driver, too, 
was standing. 

""Something like a scrapl” she heard him say admiringly. 

How strange and wild Wilfrid lookedi But with only fists 
they could not kill each otherl And mixed with her alarm 
was a sort of exultation. He had come down to seek 
battlel Yet every blow seemed falling on her flesh, each 
clutch and struggling movement seemed her own. 

“Not a blasted bobbyl” said her driver, carried away. 
""Go it! I back the young ’un.” 

Dinny saw them fall apart, then Wilfrid rushing with 
outstretched hands; she heard the thump of Muskham’s 
fist on his chest, saw them clinch, stagger, and fall; then 
rise and stand gasping, glaring. She saw Muskham catch 
sight of her, then Wilfrid; saw them turn away; and all 



2o6 


h a w I*: H 1 H €% w It n n n 


was »n’i*r* The: driver wuti: ‘*X*(*u% fluiT a piiyT' Dirmy 
sank titrwn im ihe car seal, afid saii! ijiiidly; 

'i)rivc oiu pkacaT^ 

Awavl Jn'a away! kairaiidi ihai they had mth Iht -« 
lUtav than rnoyjdH perhajw! 

^‘i)rivc a linka fhen latii aful hack tn 'IVnvriy’ 
ITcv wuuMiih Iccin aicairi! 

'*Xcitl:rr mI rm ii'ii.icli \vif!i *is k.iiids, Is ill a 

prnjvr spirtrd* 

!)uiny iiutldcd. lirr !und was miI! sivrr her nioinh^ 1',^ 
her lips wrie U-rni!dilti:. I'hc litivra at her, 

*'Vuii*rc a hii pair, nic«'. Ua» iinnli hkitsil! \\ lev yta 
Ship suinruhcfc a,nd *a%-c a dr*f« n htaialv/' 

‘Xta lined* sal'll t'lninv, ’'fhr nrvt vjlli^:rd* 

**lialdMik, Hielir -of** Anil hr ynif ihr car n* sjrcTtk 
The Cftmd liail disappcaird m lliry rcjiassnl ihr iitiict* 
T\v« a man « It anmi* and u |C'ilimiyri 

were fhr nnly sipns lur, 

Af hahinik she liait s«*mr hiraktasi, Canwcimis flat slir 
might til Irel relieved, iimw that tlir rcphcnnti tiatl »4s nrreik 
she was NtiipfiNed hy the hnrUitiifi|* whiih M|'ijiffs*4’4l her. 
W'lHild he thu resent her luvmg lufir m it' lu shield Inm.^ 
1 ler aceidriiiat pirsrnir had stupjvd ihr iiglii, and she had 
HTii them disligiirfd, hhHxl siaiiird, dciniid nt ihrii 
dignifies* Mir dreklril fn iril im tine %elirrc stir Iwd Iren, 
ur what she had even Si«:k iir lief yiirir. 

Hudi pfcraufiniiv ate i*f tiiMlI iiviil in a r*niii!ry sn 
civilised, An M!4i% it' itol imi iccwmiCi dricfipiiaii f»t the 
’iaiecmnier ii Enyvtnn Wmwfi ilmi well krniwii hiecder 
v( lilfMHhnicki Mr* Jahii tti Mr « Iwrlrs 

Muf^kham, Hart, —and the IIc>fi» Wiifiid Ikwri^ iccoiid vnii 
iif taifd MyllynUi, iuitifir af I'h whkii has 

retenilf caysed mth i fcmillcifi/* tjifriied lit ilmt day*s 
iasi editinn nf'ihe lymi^iSm^ yndci tli# ticiiliiiij, 'ih-aictiib 
ill High Qutftcrid’ It wti writitfi wiili iftiirif iiid iiiiagww- 
fion* ind ended th»ir **Ii li fetetrd fte itic cirlgiti pI the 
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quarrel may be sought in the action which i* is whispered 
was taken by Mr. Muskham over Mr. Desert’s membership 
of a certain Club. It seems that Mr. Muskham took 
exception to Mr. Desert continuing a member after his 
public acknowledgment that T/je Laopard was founded 
on his own experience. The affair, no doubt, was very 
high-spirited, if not likely to improve the plain man’s 
conception of a dignified aristocracy.” 

This was kid before Dinny at dinner-time by her uncle 
without comment. It caused her to sit rigid, till his voice 
said: “Were you there, Dinny?” 

‘Uncanny, as usual,’ she thought; hut, though by now 
liahituatcd to tlic manipulation of truth, she \nis not yet 
capable of the lie direct, and she noddctl. 

“What’s that?” said Lady Mont. 

Dinny pushed the paper over to her aunt, who read, 
screwing u]'> her eyes, for she had long sight. 

“Which won, Dinny?” 

“Neither. 'J'hey just stopped.” 

“Where is Roy.ston?” 

“In Gimbridi>eshiie.” 

“Why?” 

Neither Dinny nor Sir 1-awrencc knew. 

“lie didn’t take you on a pillit)n, Dinny?” 

“No, dear. 1 just happened to drive up.” 

“Religion is very inlkmin*,” murmured Lady Mont. 

“It is,” said Dinny bitterly, 

“Did the sight of you stop them?” said Sir Lawrence. 

“Yes.” 

“I don’t like that. It would have been better if a bobby 
or a knock-out blow——” 

“I didn’t want them to see me.” 

“Have you seen him sinci?” 

Dinny shook her head. 

"Men are vain,” said her aunt. 

That closed the conversation. 
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‘‘Dinny, you’re very changed.” 

'"No longer sweet and disinterested.” 

‘’'Very welll” said Jean, ‘If you want to play the love- 
lorn female, play it!” 

Dinny caught her skirt. Jean knelt down and put her 
arms round her. 

“You were a brick to me when I was up against it.” 

Dinny laughed. 

“What are my father and Hulfcrt saying now?” 

“Your father says nothing and looks glum, Hubert either 
says: ‘Something must be done/ or It’s the limit.’ ” 

“Not that it matters,” said Dinny suddenly; “I’m past 
all that.” 

“You mean you’re not sure what i'^’ll do? But, of 
course, he must do what you want,” 

Again Dinny laughed. 

“You’re afraid,” saitl Jean, with startling coxxiprehension, 
“that he might run oif and leave you?” And she subsided on 
to her hams the bettor to look up into Dinny’s face. “Of 
course he miglit. You know 1 went to sec him?” 

“Oh?” 

“Yes; he gt^t over me. I couldn’t say a word. Great 
charm, Dinny.” 

“Did Hubert send you?” 

“No. On my own. I was going to let him know what 
w< )uld be thouglxt oi' him if he married you, but I couldn’t. 
1 should have imagined he’d have told you about it. But 
I suppose he knew it would worry you.” 

“1 don’t know,” said Dinny; and did not* It seemed to 
her at that moment titat she knew very little. 

Jean sat silently pulling an early dandelion to pieces* 

“If 1 were you,” she said at last, “I’d vamp him. If 
you’d once hch>ngcd to him, he couldn’t leave you.” 

Dinny got up. “Let’s go round the gardens and see 
what’s out.” 



CHAPTER XXVI 


Since Dmnj said no further word on the subject occupHnn 
every nnnd no word was said by anyone; and for this 2 

TLi I days tryina 

to hide the fact that she was very unhappy. No letter had 

come from Wilfrid, no message from Stack; surely ‘if 

anything had happened, he would have let her know. On 

the fourth day feeling that she could bear the su.spense no 

onger, she telephoned to Fleur and asked if she miNit 
come up to them. ™t,nt 

The expressions on her father’s and her mother’s faces 
when she said she was going affected her as do the eyes 
and tols of dogs whom one must leave, flow much more 
SngT^' disturliance than by 

her instinct to wait 
or Wilfrid to make the first move been wrong.? Ought 
she not to have gone straight to him? And on rcachfng 
London she told her driver: “Cork Street ” ^ 

be?n ' know when he would 

dSSen?! ' demeanour seemed to her strangely 

nf fr TO xf retreated to a fence and were sitting 
on It. Was Mr. Desert well? Yes. And the dog? Yes thf 
dog was well. Dinny drove away disconsolate? At Somh 
Square apm no one was in; it seemed as if the world were 
m co^piracy to make her feel deserted. She had fo goTS 

iTlie ^ A“ of 

her present 

S them " taking part 

She sat down in her bedroom to write to Wilfrid. There 


^£10 



FLOWERING WILDERNESS 


2II 


was no longer any reason for silence, for Stack would tell 
him she had called. 

She wrote: 

‘‘South Square, Westminster. 

“Ever since Saturday IVe been tortured by the doubt 
whether to write, or wait for you to write to me. Darling, 
I never meant to interfere in any way. I had come down 
to see Mr. Muskham and tell him that it"s I only who was 
responsible for what he so absurdly called the limit. I 
never expected you to be there. I didn^t really much hope 
even to find him. Please let me see you. 

“Your unhappy 

“Dinny.’’ 

She went out herself to post it. On the way back she 
came on Kit, with his governess, the dog, and the two 
youngest of her Aunt Alison’s children. They seemed 
entirely happy; she was ashamed not to seem so too, so 
they all went together to Kit’s schoolroom to have tea. 
Before it was over Michael came in. Dinny, who had 
seldom seen him with his little son, was fascinated by the 
easy excellence of their relationship. It was, perhaps, a 
little difficult to tell which was the elder, though a certain 
difference in size and the refusal of a second helping of 
strawberry jam seemed to favour Michael. That hour, in 
fact, brought her the nearest approach to happiness she 
had known since she left Wilfrid five days ago. After it 
was over she went with Michael to his study. 

“Anything wrong, Dinny?” 

Wilfrid’s best friend, and the easiest person in the world 
to confide in, and she did not know what to sayl And 
then suddenly she began to talk, sitting in his armchair, 
her elbows on her knees, her chin in her hands, staring not 
at him, but at her future. And Michael sat on the window- 
sill, his face now rudBul, now whimsical, making little 
soothing sounds. Nothing would matter, she said, neither 
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public opinion, the Press, nor even her llunilv if , 

there were not in Wilfrid liiniseli' (his tLm hin,'-,- 

ti» b»c d„„i„ of,* „„ ,1* “I' 

to prove to others, and, above all, tnhinrlif i 

not ‘yellow.’ Now that she h.ul njveu w.n h !"; 

of her, all that bottled-up fcelinii; th;ir site w.rs w 

a marsh, where at any moment she miplu sink in J’ 

deep, unlooked-for hole thinly covered h^’spe ei,,,,,; 

bhe ceased and hiy back in tl.c chair e.sluusted. 

But, Duiny, ’ .said Michael, Jtentiv, "isn’t he reill,. c i 
of you?*” ' ' ‘^Mly iniid 

“I don’t know, Michael; 1 tli,tu!dii s,. . I p,,,,-. t 



We all seem ordinary lo ourselves. I don't wu„ » 

'“'•id-’’ 

‘Poet,s,” said Michael .I'loomiiy, “,;ivc ;i h,f ..ft rouble 
What are we jk'oinft to do about it?” '“>uble. 

'I'hat evenin.^^ after dinner he went fonlt ostensible , 
the Hou.se, m lact to Cork Street. ’ ' ' 

Wilfrid was not in, so he askeii Sf ic'L 'o ts • • 
wait. Sitting on the divan in tba, unconvenil.Iiul ' dinVv’ 
lighted room, lie twitted iniuselt’ tor haviiu^ onne 
imply that he came from Dinnv would be’worve ,l 
usde-ss. Besides, he hadn’t. Nol IklJt, In 
If he could, whether Wilfrid really was in b.v • mT' 

If not, then-well, then the sooii-r she was .u f t; 
misery the better. It might half break her bean tit t 
was hater than pursuing a suhstance which w.isn’t theie 
He knew, or thought he knew, that Wilfrid wk ib : 
person to endure a one-sided rda.u.nt ! T t o 
all dm.stcr.s tor Dinny would he lo joi!, bersdt to hi 

tabircb ”'r'T^!“''' *’«• < 1 tt le 

able dose to the divan, with the whisky, were the ni! •! 

hcrseir'l? ^ T’’ -"ec. fr. nj 1x1 J 

I'ersclt. Ihe door was opened slightly ami aii/.gtS 
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After sniffing at MichaeFs trousers, it lay down with its 
head on its paws and its eyes fixed on the door. He spoke 
to it, but it took no notice — the right sort of dog. Til 
give him till eleven,’ thought Michael. And almost imme- 
diately Wilfrid came. He had a bruise on one cheek and 
some plaster on his chin. The dog fluttered round his legs. 

‘‘Well, old man,” said Michael, “that must have been 
a hearty scrap.” 

“It was. Whisky?” 

“No, thanks.” 

He watched Wilfrid take up the letters and turn his back 
to open them. 

‘I ought to have known he’d do that,’ thought Michael; 
‘there goes my chance! He’s bound to pretend to be in 
love with her!’ 

Before turning round again Wilfrid made himself a 
drink and finished it. Then, facing Michael, he said: 
“Well?” 

Disconcerted by the abruptness of that word, and by 
the knowledge that he had come to pump his friend, 
Michael did not answer. 

“What d’you want to know?” 

Michael said abruptly: “Whether you’re in love with 
Dinny.” 

Wilfrid laughed. “Really, Michael!” 

“I know. But things can’t go on like this. Damn it! 
Wilfrid, you ought to think of her.” 

“I do.” He said it with a face so withdrawn and un- 
happy that Michael thought: ‘He means that.’ 

“Then for God’s sake,” he said, “show it! Don’t let 
her eat her heart out like this!” 

Wilfrid had turned to the window. Without looking 
round he said: 

“ Y ou’ ve never had occasion to try and prove yourself the 
opposite of yellow. Well, don’tl You won’t find the chance. 
It comes when you don’t want it, not when you do.” 
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‘‘Naturally! But, my dear fellow, that’s not Dinnvh 
fault” 

“Her misfortune,” 

“Well, then?” 

Wilfrid wheeled round, 

“OhI damn you, Michadl Cjo away! No one can 
interfere in this, Ifs much too intimate.” 

Michael rose and clutched iiis liar. W’ilfrid laid said 
exactly what he himself had rca!l)‘ hceti tiu'nkimt ever 
since he came, 

“You’re quite right,” he said luimhly. “C.iootl-night 
oldmani lliat’s a nice dog,” '' ^ 

“Pm sorry,” said Wilfrid; “you nu'ant wtrll, hut you 
can’t help. No one can, Cioothnight!” 

Michael got out, and all the way <h:mmstairs he looked 
for the tail between his lei»s. 

When he reached home Dinny liad gone up, Inu Meur 
was waiting down h>v irim. He had tmt meant to speak of 
his visir, but, after looking at liim keenly, she salt!: 

“You haven’t been to the House, Mit:haeL You’ve 
been to see VCdlirid.” 

Michael nodded. 

“Well?” 

gol” 

“I could have told you that. If you come across a man 
and woman quarrelling in the stiver, wliat do yoti <!ifr” 

“Pass by un tiic other side, it y.ni ruji get' there in 
time.” 

“Well?” 

“They’re itet quarrelling.” 

“No, but they’ve got a special world no one else can 
enter.” 

“That’s what Wilfrid said.” 

“Naturally.” 

Michael stared. Yes, of course. She had once had her 
special world, and not with—himl 
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""It was Stupid of me. But I am stupid.^' 

“No, not stupid; well-intentioned. Are you going up?” 

“Yes.” 

As he went upstairs he had the peculiar feeling that it 
was she who wanted to go to bed with him rather than he 
with her. And yet, once in bed, that would all change, 
for of such was the nature of mani 

Dinny, in her room above theirs, through her open 
window could hear the faint murmur of their voices, and, 
bowing her face on her hands, gave way to a feeling of 
despair. The stars in their courses fought against her! 
External opposition one could cut through or get round; 
but this deep spiritual unease in the loved one’s soul, 
— ah! that — one could not reach; and the unreachable 
could not be pushed away, cut through, or circumvented. 
She looked up at the stars that fought against her. Did 
the ancients really believe that, or was it, with them, 
as with her, just a manner of speaking? Did those bright 
wheeling jewels on the indigo velvet of all space really 
concern themselves with little men, the lives and loves of 
human insects, who, born from an embrace, met and 
clung and died and became dust? Those candescent 
worlds, circled by little offsplit planets — were their 
names taken in vain, or were they really in their motions 
and their relative positions the writing on the wall for 
men to read? 

No! That was only human self-importancel To his 
small wheel man bound the Universe. Swing low, sweet 
chariots! But they didn’t I Man swung with them — in 
space. . . 



CHAPTER XXVII 


Two days later the Cherrell family met in conclave 
because of a sudden summons received by .Hubert to 
rejoin his regiment in the Soudan. He wished to have 
something decided about Dinny before he left. The four 
Cherrell brothers. Sir Lawrence, Michael, and himself 
gathered, therefore, in Adrian’s room at the Museum after 
Mr. Justice Charweirs Court had risen. They all knew 
that the meeting might be futile, because, as even Govern- 
ments find, to decide is useless if decision cannot be 
carried out. 

Michael, Adrian, and the General, wlio had been in 
personal touch with Wilfrid, were the least vocal, Sir 
Lawrence and the Judge tlie most \a;)cal; Hubert and 
Hilary were now vocal and now dumb. 

Starting from the premise, wliich nol)ody denied, that 
the thing was a bad business, two schools ot thou^tht 
declared themselves — Adrian, Midiael, and to some 
extent Hilary believed there was nothing to be doiie but 
wait and see; the rest thought there was much to be done, 
but what— they could not say. 

Michael, who had never seen his four imcics so close 
together before, was struck by the resemblance in the 
shape and colouring of their fiices, except that, the eyes 
of Hilary and Lionel were blue and gp*ey, and of the 
General and Adrian brown and hazel. ITiey all, notably, 
lacked gesture, and had a lean activity of figure. In 
Hubert these characteristics were accentuated by youth, 
and his hazel eyes at times looked almost grey. 

^Tf only,” Michael heard his father say, ^‘you could 
injunct her, Lionel?” and Adrian’s impatient: 

‘‘We must let Dinny alone; trying to control her is 

2X6 
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absurd. She’s got a warm heart, an unseLSsh nature, and 
plenty of sense.” Then Hubert’s retort: 

“We know all that. Uncle, but the thing will be such a 
disaster for her, we must do what we can.” 

“Well, what can you do?” 

^^Exactlyl’ thought Michael, and said: ‘‘'Just now she 
doesn’t know how she stands.” 

“You couldn’t get her to go out with you to the Soudan, 
Hubert?” said the Judge. 

“I’ve lost all touch with her.” 

“If someone wanted her badly ” began the General, 

and did not finish. 

“Even then,” murmured Adrian, “only if she were 
quite sure Desert didn’t want her more.” 

Hilary took out his pipe. “Has anyone tried Desert?” 

“I have,” said the General. 

“And I, twice,” muttered Michael. 

“Suppose,” said Hubert gloomily, “I had a shot.” 

“Not, my dear fellow,” put in Sir Lawrence, “unless 
you can be quite certain of keeping your temper.” 

“I never can be certain of that.” 

“Then don’tl” 

.“Wouldj/^;/ go. Dad?” asked Michael. 

“I?” 

“He used to respect you.” 

“Not even a blood relation!” 

“You might take a chance, Lawrence,” said Hilary. 

“But why?” 

“None of the rest of us can, for one reason or another.” 

“Why shouldn’t 

“In a way I agree with Adrian; it’s best to leave it all 
alone.” 

“What exactly is the objection to Dinny’s marrying 
him?” asked Adrian, The General turned to him abruptly. 

“She’d be marked out for life.” 

“So was that fellow who stuck to his wife when 

p, ... 
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she was convicted. Everybody respected him the more ” 
“There’s no such sharp hell,” said the Judge ‘4 
seeing fingers pointed at your life’s partner.” ’ 

“Dinny would learn not to notice them.” 

“Forgive me, but you’re missing the point,” muttered 
Michael. “The point is Wilfrid’s own feeling. If hg 
remains bitter about himself and marries her— that’ll be 
hell for her, if you like. And the fonder she is of him the 
worse it’ll be.” ’ 

You re right;, Michael/’ said Sir Lawrence unex 

pectedly. “I’d tliink it well worth while to go if I could' 
make him see that.” 

Michael sighed. 

‘Whichever way it goes, it’s hell for poor Dinny.” 

“‘Joy cometh in the morning,”’ murmured Hilarv 
through a cloud of smoke. ^ 

“Do you believe that, Uncle Hilary?” 

“Not too much,” 


“Dinny’s twenty-six. This is her first love. If it 
wrong— what then?” 

“Marriage.” 

“With somebody else?” 

Hilary nodded. 

“Livelyl” 

“Life is lively.” 


goes 


go?’^^^^’ asked the General, sharply; 


“You’ll 


hini for a moment, and then 

replied: Yes.” 

“Thank youl” 

It was not clear to any of them what purpose would be 
served, but it was a decision of sorts, and at least could be 
earned out. . . 


Wilfrid had lost most of his bruise and discarded the 
plaster on his ^in when Sir Lawrence, encountering him on 
the stairs at Cork Street that same late afternoon, said: 
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“D ’you mind if I walk a little way with you?’" 

‘‘Not at all, sir.” 

“Any particular direction?” 

Wilfrid shrugged, and they walked side by side, till at 
last Sir Lawrence said: 

“Nothing’s worse than not knowing where you’re 
going!” 

“You’re right.” 

“Then why go, especially if in doing it you take someone 
with you? Forgive my putting things crudely, but, 
except for Dinny, would you be caring a hang about all 
this business? What other ties have you got here?” 

“None. I don’t want to discuss things. If you’ll 
forgive me, I’ll branch off.” 

Sir Lawrence stopped. “Just one moment, and then 
I’ll do the branching. Have you realised that a man who 
has a quarrel with himself is not fit to live with until he’s 
got over it? That’s all I wanted to say; but it’s a good deal 
Think it over!” And, raising his hat. Sir Lawrence turned 
on his heel. By George! He was well out of that! What an 
uncomfortable young man! And, after all, one had said 
all one had come to say! He walked towards Mount 
Street, reflecting on the limitations imposed by tradition. 
But for tradition, would Wilfrid mind being thought 
‘yellow’? Would Dinny’s family care? Would Lyall have 
written his confounded poem? Would not the Corporal 
in the Buffs have kow-towed? Was a single one of the 
Cherrells, met in conclave, a real believing Christian? 
Not even Flilary — he would bet his boots! Yet not one of 
them could stomach this recantation. Not religion, but 
the refusal to take the ‘dare’l That was the rub to them. 
The imputation of cowardice, or at least of not caring for 
the good name of one’s country. Well! About a million 
British had died for that good name in the war; had they 
all died for a futility? Desert himself had nearly died for it, 
and got the M,C., or D.S.O., or something! All very 
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contradictory! People cared for their country in a crowd 
it seemed, but not in a desert; in I’rance, but liot in Darfur’ 
He heard hurrying footsteps, and, turnini; round' saw 
Desert behind him. Sir Lawrence had almost a shock 
looking at his face, dt)', dark, witlt tiuivering liixs and deen 
suflering eyes. " P 

“You were quite right,” he said; “1 thought I’d kt vou 
know. You can tell her family I’m gointt a'v'ay.” ^ 

At this complete success of liis mission Sir Lawrence 
expcfienccd dismay. 

“Be careful!” lie said: ’D'uu might do Ikt a nreat 
injury.” " 

“I shall do lier that, anyway. Tliank \ ou t'or speakin.o to 
me. You’ve made me see. Ciood-ltye!” 1 le turned and 
was gone. 

Sir Lawrence stood looking after liim, impressed by his 
look of suflering. lie turne.i in at liis front do,,,- doubtful 
whether he h.ad not m.tde ixid worse. Wliih* he was 
putting down his hat and stick. Lady Mont came down the 

stuirs. 

m so bored, Lawrence. \\ liat have you lieen doin’?” 
Seeing young De.scrt; and, it stvms, I've made liini feel 
tiiaUinril he can live on good terms witli Itimseif lie won’t 
be lit to live with at idl.” 

“That’s wicked.” 

"How?” 

“He’ll go_ away. 1 always knew he’d go away. You 
must tell Dinny at once what you’ve done.” /\nd she 

went to the tclcj>lione. 

“Is ^that you, Fleur? . . . (1!,! Dim.y . . . 'pi,i, j, 

/ unt Lml . , , Yes . . . Gut you conic round liere?.., 
hy nt)t. . , . 'Hu'it’s not a reason . . . ifm ymi must] 
Lawrence wants to speak t<i you ... At once? Vos, 
lies done a very .stupid thing . . . WLat? . . . No! 

. . He wants to explain, in fen minutes . . . very well ” 

‘My Godl’ thought Sir Lawrence. He had suddenly 
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realised that to deaden feeling on any subject one only 
needed to sit in conclave. Whenever the Government got 
into trouble, they appointed a Commission. Whenever 
a man did something wrong, he went into consultation 
with solicitor and counsel. If he himself hadn’t been 
sitting in conclave, would he ever have gone to see Desert 
and put the fat into the fire like this? The conclave had 
dulled his feelings. He had gone to Wilfrid as some jury- 
man comes in to return his verdict after sitting in conclave 
on a case for days. And now he had to put himself right 
with Dinny, and how the deuce would he do that? He 
went into his study, conscious that his wife was following. 

“Lawrence, you must tell her exactly what you’ve done, 
and how he took it. Otherwise it may be too late. And I 
shall stay until you’ve done it.” 

“Considering, Em, that you don’t know what I said, or 
what he said, that seems superfluous.” 

“No,” said Lady Mont, “nothing is, when a man’s done 
wrong.” 

“I was charged to go and see him by your family.” 

“You ought to have had more sense. If you treat poets 
like innkeepers, they blow up.” 

“On the contrary, he thanked me.” 

“That’s worse. I shall have Dinny’s taxi kept at the 
door.” 

“Em,” said Sir Lawrence, “when you want to make your 
will, let me know.” 

“Why?” 

“Because of getting you consecutive before you start.” 

“Anything I have,” said Lady Mont, “is to go to 
Michael, to be kept for Catherine. And if I’m dead when 
Kit goes to Harrow, he’s to have my grandfather’s 
‘stirrup-cup’ that’s in the armoire in my sitting-room 
at Lippin’hall. But he’s not to take it to school with 
him, or they’ll melt it, or drink boiled peppermints 
out of it, or something. Is that clear?” 
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“Perfectly.” 

“Then,” said Lady Mont, “get ready and be(»in 
when Dinny comes/’ 


once 


“Quitel” said Sir Lawrence meekly. “But how the 
deuce am I to put it to Dinny?” 


“Just put it, and don’t invent as you go along.” 

Sir Lawrence played a tunc with liis hngers on the win 
dow-pane. His wife stared at the ceiling. Thev weJ 
like that when Dinny cime. '' ^ ® 


“Keep Miss Diiiny’s taxi, Blorc/’ 

At the sight of his niece Sir Lawi-cncc perceived that he 
had indeed lost touch with Deling. Her Hce, under its 
chestnut-coloured hair, was shariK-ncd and blanched and 
there was a look in her eyes that he did not like. 

“Begin,” said Lady Mont. 

Sir Lawrence raised one high thin slun.lder as if in 
protection* 


“My dear, your brother has been recalled, and I was 
asked whether I would go and sec young Desert. I went 
I told him that if he had a quarrel with himself he would 
not be ht to live with till he’d made it up. He said nothing 
and turned oft. Afterwards he came up Iwhind me in this 
street, and said that 1 was right. Would J tell your family 
that he was going away. He looked very queer and 
troubled. I said: ‘Be careful! You might do her a great 
injury.’ ‘I shall do her that, anyway,’ he said. And he 
went off. That was about twenty minutes ago.” 

Dinny looked from one to the other, c<n'ercd her lips 
with her hand, and went out. 

A moment later they* heard her cab move off. 



CHAPTER XXVIII 


Except for receiving a little note in answer to her letter, 
which relieved her not at all, Dinny had spent these last 
two days in distress of mind. When Sir Lawrence made his 
communication, she felt as if all depended on whether she 
could get to Cork Street before he was back there, and in 
her taxi she sat with hands screwed tight together in her 
lap and her eyes fixed on the driver’s back, a back, indeed, 
so broad that it was not easy to fix them elsewhere. 
Useless to think of what she was going to say — she must 
say whatever came into her head when she saw him. 
His face would give her a lead. She realised that if he 
once got away from England it would be as if she had 
never seen him. She stopped the cab in Burlington Street 
and walked swiftly to his door. If he had come straight 
home, he must be ini In these last two days she had 
realised that Stack had perceived some change in Wilfrid 
and was conforming to it, and when he opened the door 
she said: 

‘‘You mustn’t put me off. Stack, I must see Mr. Desert.” 
And, slipping past, she opened the door of the sitting- 
room. Wilfrid was pacing up and down. 

“Dinnyl” 

She felt that if she said the wrong thing it might be, 
then and there, the end; and she only smiled. He put his 
hands over his eyes; and, while he stood thus blinded, she 
stole up and put her arms round his neck. 

Was Jean right? Ought she to ? 

Then, through the opened door Foch came in. He 
slid the velvet of his muzHe under her hand, and she sank 
on her knees to kiss him. When she looked up, Wilfrid 
had turned away. Instantly she scrambled up, and stood, 

2213 
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as It were, lost. She did not know of what, if of anyth W 
she thought, not even whether she were feeling All’ 
seemed to go blank within her. He had thrown the window 
open and was leaning there holding his hands to his head 
Was he going to throw himself out.= She made a violent 
effort to control her nerves, and said very Fcntlv “ywn 
looked at her, and she thought- 

Mj GodI He hates mel’ Then hi.s expression chanced' 

and became the one she knew; and she was aware once 
more of how^ at sea one is with wounded pride— so 
multiple and violent and changing in its moods! 

;‘WelL?” she said:^ “What do you wish me to do?” 

I don t know. The whole thiiys; is mad. 1 ought to 
have buried myself in Siam by now'.” ^ 

“Would you like me to .stay here to-nigiir?” 

“Yes! Nol I don’t know.” 

“Wilfrid, why take it so hard? It’s as if love were 
nothing to you. Is it nothing?” 

Muskham’s letter. 

She read it. “1 see. It was tloubly unforiunatc that I 
came down.” 

He threw himself down again on the ili\-an, and sat 
there looking up at her. 

‘If I do go,’ thought Dinny, M shall only begin tearing 
dinner?”"^' 

“Stack’s got something, I hdievc.” 

“Would there be enough for me?” 

“Too much, if you feel as I ilo.” 

She rang the bell. 

• ^ if to dinner. Stack, I only want about a 

pin s head of food. 

And, craving for a moment in which to recover her 
balance, she said: “May I have a wash, VC'illVitir’’ 

While she was drying her face and hands, sh'c took hold 
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of herself with all her might, and then as suddenly 
relaxed. Whatever she decided would be wrong, painful, 
perhaps impossible. Let it gol 

W^hen she came back to the sitting-room he was not 
there. The door into his bedroom was open, but it was 
empty. Dinny rushed to the window. He was not in the 
street. Stack’s voice said: 

^'Excuse me, miss: Mr. Desert was called out. He told 
me to say he would write. Dinner will be ready in a 
minute.” 

Dinny went straight up to him. 

“Your first impression of me was the right one, Stack; 
not your second. I am going now. Mr. Desert need have 
no fear of me. Tell him that, please.” 

Miss, said Stack, “I told you he was very sudden; 
but this is the most sudden thing Tve ever known him do. 
I m sorry, miss. But 1 m afraid ifs a case of cutting your 
losses. If I can be of service to you, I will.” 

“If he leaves England,” said Dinny, “I should like to 
have Foch.” 

“If I know Mr. Desert, miss, he means to go. I’ve seen 
it comipg on him ever since he had that letter the night 
before you came round in the early morning.” 

“Well,” said Dinny, “shake hands, and remember what 
I said.” 

They exchanged a hand-grip, and, still unnaturally 
steady, she went out and down the stairs. She walked fast, 
giddy and strange in her head, and nothing but the word: 
So! recurring in her mind. All that she had felt, all that she 
had meant to feel, compressed into that word of two 
letters. In her life she had never felt so withdrawn and 
tearless, so indifferent as to where she went, what she did, 
or whom she saw. The world might well be without end, 
for its end had come. She did not believe that he had 
designed this way of breaking from her. He had not 
enough insight into her for that. But, in fact, no way 



226 


FLOWERING WILDERNESS 


could have been more perfect, more complete. Drag after 
a man! Impossible! She did not even have to form that 
thought, it was instinctive. 

She walked and walked for three hours about the 
London streets, and turned at last towards Westminster 
with the feeling that if she didn’t she would drop. When 
she went in at South Square, she summoned all that was 
left in her to a spurt of gaiety; but, when she had gone up 
to her room, Fleur said: 

“Something very wrong, Midiael.” 

“Poor Dinny! What the hell has he done now?” 

Going to the window, Fleur drew aside the curtain. It 
was not yet quite dark. Except for twer cats, a taxi to the 
right, and a man on the pavement examining a small 
bunch of keys, there was nothing to be seen. 

“Shall I go up and sec if she’ll talk?” 

“No. If Dinny wants us, she’ll let us know. If it’s as 
you think, she’ll want no one. She’s proud as the devil 
when her hack’s to the wall.” 

“I hate pride,” said Fleur; and, closing the curtain, she 
went towards the door. “It comes when you don’t want 
it, and docs you down. If you want a career, don’t have 
pride.” She went out. 

‘I don’t know,’ thought Michael, ‘if I have pride, but I 
haven’t got a career.’ Fie followed slowly upstairs, and for 
some little time stood in the dor)rway of his dressing- 
room. But no sound came from upstairs ... 

Dinny, indeed, was lying on her bed, face down. So 
this was the end! Why had the force called love exalted 
and tortured her, then thrown her, used and exhausted, 
quivering, longing, wounded, startled, to cat her heart out 
in silence and grief? Love and pride, and the greater of 
these is pridel So the saying seemed to go within her, and 
to be squeezed into her pillow. Fkr love against his 
pridel Her love against her own pridel And the victory 
with pridel Wasteful and bitterl Of all that evening 
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only one moment now seemed to her real: when he had 
turned from the window, and she had thought: ‘He hates 
mel’ Of course he hated her, standing like the figure of his 
wounded self-esteem; the one thing that prevented him 
from crying out: ‘God damn you alll Good-bye!’ 

Well, now he could cry it and go! And she — suffer, 
suffer — and slowly get over it. No! Lie on it, keep it 
down, keep it silent, press it into her pillows. Make 
little of it, make nothing of it, while inside her it swelled 
and ravaged her. The expression of instinct is not so He a r 
as that; but behind all formless throbbing there is meaning; 
and that was the meaning within Dinny’s silent and half- 
smothered struggle on her bed. How could she have 
acted differently? Not her fault that Muskham had sent 
the letter with that phrase about the protection of a 
woman! Not her fault that she had rushed down to 
Royston! What had she done wrong? The whole thing 
arbitrary, gratuitous! Perhaps love in its courses was 
always so! It seemed to her that the night ticked while she 
lay there; the rusty ticking of an old clock. Was it the 
night, or her own life, abandoned and lying on its face? 



CHAPTER XXIX 


Wilfrid had obeyed impulse when he nui down into 
Cork Street. Ever since the sudden breaking oif of that 
fierce undignified scuffle at Rt)yston, and the sight of 
Dinny standing in the car covering her eyes with a hand, 
his feelings towards her had been terrildy confused. Now 
at the sudden sight, sound, scent of her, warmth had 
rushed up in him and spent itself in kisses; but the moment 
she left him his insane teeiing had returned and hurled him 
down into a London where at least one could walk and 
meet no one. He went south and became invc^lved with a 
queue of people trying to get into 1 lis Majesty’s/ He 
stood among them thinking: 'As well in here as any» 
where/ But, just as his turn came, he broke away and 
branched off eastward; passed through Ck^vent Garden, 
desolate and smelling of garbage; and came out into 
Ludgate Hill Hereabouts he was renundetl by scent of 
fish that he had eaten nothing since breakiast. And, 
going into a restaurant, he drank a cocktail atul ate some 
hors-d'amn. Asking for a sheet of paper and envelope, he 
wrote: 

‘T had to go* If I had stayed, you and I would have been 

one. I don’t know what Fm guittg to tio» I may finish in 

the river to-night, or go tihroad, or come hack to you. 
Whatever I do, forgive, and believe tiiat 1 have loved you. 
Wilfrid/’ 

He addressed the envelope and thrust it into his pocket. 
But he did not post it. He felt he could never express what , 
he was feeling. Again he walked cast, 'ilirough the 
Qty 2 onc, deserted as if it had been mustard-gassed, he was 
soon in the cheerier Whitechapel Road. He walked, 
trying to tire himself out and stop the whirling of his ' 
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thoughts. He moved northwards now, and towards 
eleven was nearing Chingford. All was moonlit and still 
when he passed the hotel and went on towards the Forest. 
One car, a belated cyclist, a couple or two, and three 
tramps were all he met before he struck off the road in 
among the trees. Daylight was gone, and the moon was 
silvering the leaves and branches. Thoroughly exhausted, 
he lay down on the beech mast. The night was an un- 
written poem— the gleam and drip of light like the play of 
an incoherent mind, fluttering, slipping in and out of 
reality; never at rest; never the firm silver of true metal; 
burnished and gone like a dream. Up there were the 
stars he had travelled by times without number, the 
Wain, and all the others that seemed meaningless, if not 
nameless, in this town world. 

He turned over and lay on his face, pressing his fore- 
head to the ground. And suddenly he heard the drone 
of a flying machine. But through the heavily-leafed boughs 
he could see no gliding, sky-scurrying shape. Some 
night-flier to Holland; some English airman pricking out 
the lighted shape of London, or practising flight between 
Hendon and an East Coast base. After flying in the war 
he had never wished to fly again. The very sound of it 
brought back still that sick, fed-up feeling from which the 
Armistice had delivered him. The' drone passed on and 
away. A faint rumbling murmur came from London, but 
here the night was still and warm, with only a frog croak- 
ing, a bird cheeping feebly once, two owls hooting against 
each other. He turned again on to his face, and fell into an 
uneasy sleep. 

When he woke light was just rifting the clear darkness. 
A heavy dew had fallen; he felt stiff and chilled, but his 
mind was clear. He got up and swung his arms, lit a 
cigarette, and drew the smoke deep in- He sat with his 
arms clasped round his knees, smoking his cigarette to its 
end without ever moving it from his lips, and spitting out 
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the stub with its long ash just before it burned his 
mouth. Suddenly he began to shiver. He got up to walk 
back to the road. Stiff and sore, he made poor going. It 
was full dawn by the time he reached the road, and then, 
knowing that he ought to go towards London, he went in 
the opposite direction. He plodded on, and every now and 
then shivered violently. At last he sat down and, bowed 
over his knees, fell into a sort of coma. A voice saying: 
‘‘flir’ roused him. A fresh-faced young man in a small car 
had halted alongside. 

‘^Anything wrong?’" 

‘‘Nothing,” muttered Wilfrid, 

“You appear to be in poor shape, all the same. D’you 
know what time it is?” 

“No.” 

“Get in here, and Til run you to the hotel at Chingford. 
Got any money?” 

Wilfrid looked at him grimly and laughed. 

“Yes.” 

“Don’t be touchy! What you want is a sleep and some 
strong coffee! Come on!” 

Wilfrid got up. He could hardly stand. He lay back in 
the little car, huddled beside the young man, who said: 
“Now we shan’t be long.” 

In ten minutes, which to a blurred and shivering 
consciousness might have been five hours, they were in 
front of the hotel. 

“I know the ‘boots’ here,” said the young man; “I’ll put 
you in charge of him. What’s your name?” 

“Hell!” muttered Wilfrid. 

“Hi! George! I found this gentleman on the road. He 
seems to have gone a bit wonky. Put him into some 
decent bedroom. Heat him up a good hot bottle, and get 
him into bed with it. Brew him some strong coffee, and 
see that he drinks it.” 

The boots grinned. “That all?” 
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“No; take his temperature, and send for a doctor. 
Look here, sir,” the young man turned to Wilfrid “I 
recommend this chap. He can polish boots with the best 
Just let him do for you, and don’t worry. I must get on.' 
It s SIX o clock. He waited a moment, watching Wilfrid 
stagger into the hotel on the arm of the 'boots,’ then sped 
away. ^ 

The ‘boots’ assisted Wilfrid to a room. “Can vou 
undress, governor?” ^ 

“Yes,” muttered Wilfrid. 


^ 2.nd get you that bottle and the co£Fee. 
Don t be afraid, we don’t ’ave damp beds ’ere. Were vou 
out all night?” ^ 


\^ilfrid sat on the bed and did not answer. 

,, J ‘boots’: “give us your sleeves!” He 

pulled Wilfrid s coat off, then his waistcoat and trousers 
“You’ve got a proper chiU, it seems to me. Your under- 
things are all damp. Can you stand?” 

Wilfrid shook his head. 


stripped the sheets off the bed, pulled 
Wilfrid s shirt over his head; then with a struggle wrenched 
offjest and drawers, and wrapped him in a blanket. 

“Now governor, a good puU and a puU altogether.” 
He forced Wilfrid’s head on to the pillow, heaved his legs 
on to the bed, and covered him with two more blankets. 

“You lie there; I won’t be gone ten minutes.” 

Wilfrid lay, shivering so that Ws thoughts would not 
join up, nor his lips make consecutive sounds owing to the 
violent chattering of his teeth. He became conscious of a 
chambermaid, then of voices. 

“His teeth’ll break it. Isn’t there another place?” 

“I’ll try under his arm.” 

A thermometer was pressed under his arm and held 
there. , 


“You haven’t got yellow fever, have you, sir?” 
Wilfrid shook his head. 
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"‘Can you raise yourself, governor, and drink this?” 

Robust arms raised him, and he drank. , 

“One ’undred and four.” 

“GawdI "Ere, pop this bottle to his feet. Til ’phone the 
Doc.” 

Wilfrid could see the maid watching him, as if wondering 
what sort of fever she was going to catch. 

“Malaria,"" he said, suddenly, “not infectious. Give me 
a cigarette! In my waistcoat."" 

The maid put a cigarette between his lips and lit it. 
Wilfrid took a long pull, 

“A-againl” he said. 

Again she put it between his lips, and again he took a 
pull. 

“They say there’s mosquitoes in the forest. Did you find 
any last night, sir?"" 

“In the sys-system."" 

Shivering a little less now, he watched her moving about 
the room, collecting his clothes, drawing the curtains so that 
they shaded the bed. Then she approaclied him, and he 
smiled up at her. 

“Another nice drop of hot coflee?"" 

He shook his head, closed his eyes again, and shivered 
deep into the bed, conscious that she was still watching 
him, and then again of voices, 

“Can’t find a name, but lie’s some sort of nob. There’s 
money and this letter in his coat. The ductor"ll be here in 
five minutes."" 

“Well, Pll wait till then, but Fve got my work to 
do."" 

""Same "ere. Tell the missus when you call her.” 

He saw the maid stand looking at him with a sort of 
awe. A stranger and a nob, with a curious disease, 
interesting to a simple mind. Of his face, pressed into the 
pillow, she couldn’t see much — ^one dark check, one ear, 
some hair, the screwed-up eye under the brow. He felt her 
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touch his forehead timidly with a finger. Burning hot 
of course! ’ 

/‘Would you like your friends written to, sir?” 

He shook his head. 

“The doctor’ll be here in a minute.” 

“I’ll be like this two days — ^nothing to be done 

quinine— orange juice ” Seized by a violent fit of 

shivering, he was silent. He saw the doctor come in; 
and the maid still leaning against the chest of drawers, 
biting her little finger. She took it from her mouth, and he 
heard her say: 

“Shall I stay, sir?” 

“Yes, you can stay.” 

The doctor’s fingers closed on his pulse, raised his 
eyelid, pushed his lips apart. 

“Well, sir? Had much of this?” 

Wilfrid nodded. 

All right! \ ou 11 stay where you are, and shove in 
quimne, and that s all I can do for you. Pretty sharp 
bout.” 

Wilfrid nodded. 

“There are no cards on you. What’s your name?” 

Wilfrid shook his head. 

“All right! Don’t worry! Take this.” 


Q 



Cl i AFTER XXX 


Stepping fromanoninilms, Diiitiy w.ilkctl im.i ilu' larpcof 
Wimbk'don Common. Aficr a ncirly .sleepless iiieht'''she 
had slipped out, leavini; a note lo say she would he away all 
day. She hurried over tlu^ pr.iss im. i a hireh p n )ve, and lay 
down. The high moving elmuis, the sunli/;ht strikinp in 
and out of the birch-tree hr.iiu'hes, t!ie w.uer wasn'ails 
die little dry p.itche.s of sand, atid ih.u stout wood.pii’rcon" 
undismayed by her molionk-.ss tigure, Iir.mp.ljt her neither 
peace nor the inclinariuti to think of K.mire. .She lay on 
her luck, quivering and diy eyed, woiuleiing I'ur whose 
inscnilahlc tlelight she w.is thus suilering. The '-trieken do 
not look for outside help, they seek witliin. 'J'o go about 
exuding tnigedy was ahhorrent to her. She uouid not do 
that! But the .sweetness of the wind, the naning clouds 
tlte rustle of tlie breeae, the sound ot’ tliildini's voices* 
brought no hint of how site w.e; todisguiM- herself and face 
life afresh. The isolation in which site h.id been ever since 
the meeting witli WillVid under l-och'.s st.uue now .showed 
nakedly’. Ail her egg^s h.ul iieeti m tuie b.iskra, ;tnd the 
basket had f.dlen. .She dug wiiii her (ing.ers .tt the sandy 
earth, atid tt dog, .seeing a hole, c.ime itp .ttid snjtled it. 
She had begun to live, and now .sin- w.is de.til. “No 
flowers by request!” 

So slrarp lutl bwai her realisation ot' tinality yesterday 
evening that she did not cveti consitler the possihility of 
tying up the broken threaii. It hr bail pride, ,so had shel 
Not the same .sort, bnt as «lcep in her nu uow. one had 
any real need of herl Win- not go aw.iy' She h.ul nearly 
tluec hundred pounds. The notion gave her neither 
exhilaration nor any real relief; bnt it would save her from 
nuking herself a nuisance to those wlio wetuld expect 
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her to be her old cheerful self. She thought of the hours 
she had spent with Wilfrid in places Hke this. So sharp was 
her menaory that she had to cover her hps to prevent 
anguish weUing out of them. Until she met him she had 
never felt alone. And now — ^she ms a1nnp| r.hi1l 
terrifying, endlessi Remembering how she had found’ 
swift motion good for heartache, she got up and crossed 
the road where the Sunday stream of cars was already 
flowing out of town. Uncle Hilary had once exhorted her 
not to lose her sense of humour. But had she ever had one? 
At the end of Barnes Common she cUmbed on to a ’bus 
and went back to London. She must have something to 
eat, or she would be fainting. She got down neat Kensing- 
ton Gardens and went into an hotel. 

After lunch she sat some time in the Gardens, and then 
walked to Mount Street. No one was in, and she sank 
down on the sofa in the drawing-room. Thoroughly 
exhausted, she fell asleep. Her aunt’s entrance woke her, 
and, sitting up, she said: 

“You can all be happy about me. Aunt Em. It’s 
finished.” 

Lady Mont stared at her niece sitting there with such a 
ghostly little smile, and two tears, starting not quite 
together, ran down her cheeks. 

“I didn’t know you cried at funerals, too. Aunt 
Em.” 

She got up, went over to her aunt, and with her 
handkerchief removed the marks the tears had Tnad»> 

“Therel” 

Lady Mont got up. “I must howl,” she said, ‘T simply 
must.” And she swayed rapidly out of the room. 

Dinny sat on, that ghost of a smile still on her face. 
Blore brought in the tea-things, and she talked to him of 
Wimbledon, and his wife. He did not seem to know which 
of the two was in worse shape, but, as he was going out, 
he turned and said: 
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‘'And if I might suggest, Miss Dlnny, a little sea air for 
you.” 

"Yes, Blore, I was thinking of it.” 

"Fm glad, miss; one oveirdocs it at this time of 
year.” 

He, too, seemed to know that her course was run. 
And, feeling suddenly that she could not go on thus 
attending her own funeral, she stole to the door, listened 
for sounds, then slipped down the stairs and away. 

But she was so physically exhausted that she could 
scarcely drag herself as far as St. Jameses Park. There she 
sat down by the water. People, sunbeams, and ducks, 
shading leaves, spiky reeds, and this sirocco within her! 
A tall man walking from the Whitehall end made a little 
convulsive movement, as if to put his hand to his hat, 
corrected it at sight of her face, and lounged on. Realising 
what her face must be expressing, she got up, and, 
trailing on to Westminster Abbey, went in and sat down 
in a pew. There, bent forward, with her ficc resting on 
her arms, she stayed quite half an hour. She had not 
prayed, but she had rested, and the expression on her face 
had changed. She felt more fit to face peoidc and not show 
so much. 

It was past six, and she went on to South Square. 
Getting unseen to her room, she had a long hot hath, put 
on a dinner frock, and resolutely went down. Only Fleur 
and Michael were there, and neither of them asked her any 
questions. It was cleat to her that they knew. She got 
through the evening somehow. When she was gt>ing up, ■ 
both of them kissed her, and Meur said: 

"Fve told them to put you a hot-water 1 mottle; stuck 
against your back, it helps you to sleep. Ch)od-night, 
bless youl” 

Again ‘ Dinny . had the feeling that Fleur had oncc; 
suffered as she was suffering now. She slept better than ' 
she could have hoped. 
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With her early tea she received a letter with the heading 
of an hotel at Chingford. ^ 

""Madam, — 

The enclosed letter addressed to you was found in the 
pocket of a gentleman who is lying here with a very sharp 
attack of malaria. I am posting it on to you, and am 

“Truly yours, 

“Roger Queal, M.D.” 

She read the letter . . . ^‘W^hatever I do, forgive and 
believe that I have loved you. Wilfrid.” And he was ill! 
All the impulses which sprang up she instantly thrust 
back. Not a second time would she rush in where angels 
feared to tread! But, hurrying down, phe telephoned to 
Stack the news that he was lying at the Chingford hotel 
with an attack of malaria. 

“He’ll want his pyjamas and his razors, then,' miss, 
ril take ’em down to him.” 

Forcing back the words: “Give him my love,” she said 
instead, “tie knows where I am if there is anything I can do. ” 

The blacker bitterness of her mood was gone; yet she was 
as cut off from him as ever! Unless he came or sent for her 
she could make no move; and deep down she seemed to 
know that he would neither come nor send. No! He 
would strike his tent and flit away from where he had felt 
too much. 

Towards noon Hubert came to say good-bye. It was at 
once dear to her that he, too, knew. He was coming back 
for the rest of his leave in October, he said. Jean was to 
stay at Condaford till after her child was born in Nov- 
ember. She had been ordered to be out of the summer heat. 

He seemed to Dinny that morning like the old Hubert 
again. He dwelt on the advantage of being born at 
Condaford. And, endeavouring to be sprightly, she 
said: 
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“Quaint to find you talking like that, Hubert. You 
never used to care about Condaford.” 

“It makes a difference to have an heir.” 

“OhI It’ll be an heir, will it.^” 

“Yes, we’ve made up our ininds to a boy.” 

“And will there Ite a Condalord by tire time he comes 
into it?” 

Hubert shrugged. “VYe’ll have a try at keeping it. 
Things don’t last unless you set yourself to keep thcnL” 
“And not always then,” munnured Dinny. 



CHAPTER XXXI 


Wilfrid’s -words: “You can tell her family I’m going 
away,” and Dinny’s: “It’s finished,” had traveUed, if not 
like wildfire, throughout the Cherrell &mily. There was no 
rejoicing as over_ a sinner that repenteth. All were too 
sorry for her, with a sorrow nigh unto dismay. H<<rh 
wanted to show sympathy, none knew how. Sympathy 
smelling of sympathy was worse than none. Three days 
passed, during which not one member of the family 
succeeded in expressing anything. Then Adrian had a 
brain-wave: He would ask her to eat something with him^ 
though why food should be regarded as consolatory 
neither he nor anyone else has ever known. He appointed 
a cafe which had perhaps more repute than merit. 

Since Dinny was not of those young women who make 
the ravages of life into an excuse for French-varnishing 
their surfaces, he had every opportunity to note her pallor. 
He forbore to comment. Indeed, he found it difficult to 
talk at all, for he knew that, though men, when enfhrMpA 
by women, remain devoted to their mental mainsprings, 
women, less bodily enthralled, stay mentally wrapped up 
in the men they love. He began, however, to tell her how 
someone had tried to 'sell him a pup.’ 

“He wanted five hundred pounds, Dinny, for a 
Cromagnon skull found in Suffolk. The whole thing 
looked extraordinarily genuine. But I happened to see the 
county archeologist. ‘Oh!’ he said: ‘So he’s been trying 
to palm that off on you, has he? That’s the well-known 
“pup.” He’s dug it up at least three times. Theman ought 
to be in gaol. He keeps it in a cupboard ^d every five or 
six years digs a hole, puts it in, takes it out, and tries to sell 
it. It possibly Lf a Cromagnon skull, but he picked it up in 

^39 



240 FLOWERING W I L O E R N E S S 

France, about twenty years ago. It would be unique, of 
course as a British product.’ Thereon I went off to have 
another look at where it was found last time. And it 
was plain enough, when you already knew it, that he’d put 
the thing in. There’s something about antiques that 
saps what the Americans call one’s moralJ"'' 

^‘What sort of man was he, uncle?” 

''An enthusiastic-looking chap, rather like my 
hairdresser.” 

Dinny laughed, "You ought to do something, or he 
will sell it next time.” 

"The depression is against him, my dear. Bones 
and first editions are extraordinarily sensiiive. He’ll 
have to live a good ten years to get aiiything' like a price.” 

"Do many people try to palm thinjts offtm \ ou?” 

"Some succeed, Dinny. 1 regret that 'pup,’ though; it 
was a lovely skull. There aren’t many as good nowadays.” 

"We English certainly are getting uydier.” 

"Don’t you believe it. Put tlie peopU* we meet in 
drawing-rooms and shops into cassijcks and cowls, 
armour and jerkins, and you’ll liave just the faces of the 
fourteenth and fifteenth centuries.” 

"But we do despise beauty, Uncle, We connect it with 
soitness and immorality.” 

"Well, it makes people happy to despise what they 
haven’t got. We’re only about tltc thirrl— no, the 
fourth — plainest people in luiro{U‘. But take away 
the Celtic infusions, and I atlmif we’d be the lirst.” 

Dinny looked round the caK. Her survey added 
nothing to her conclusions, partly fjccausc she took 
but little in, and partly because the lundicrs were tiearly 
all Jews or ■ Americans, 

Adrian watched her with an ache. Site looked so 
bonc-listlcss, 

"Hubert’s gone, then?” he sakl 
"Yes” ■■ ■■ 
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^‘And what are you going to do, my dear?’^ 

Dinny sat looking at her plate. Suddenly she raised her 
head and said: 

‘^1 think I shall go abroad. Uncle.’"' 

Adrian’s hand went to his goatee. 

"‘I see,” he said, at last. ‘‘"Money?” 

“I have enough.” 

“Where?” 

“An3nvhere.” 

“By yourself?” 

Dinny nodded. 

“The drawback to going away,” murmured Adrian, 
“is the having to come back.” 

“There doesn’t seem to be anything much for me to do 
just now. So I think I’ll cheer people up by not seeing 
them for a bit.” 

Adrian debated within himself. 

“Well, my dear, only you can decide what’s best for you. 
But if you felt like a long travel, it strikes me that Clare 
might be glad to see you in Ceylon.” 

Seeing by the surprised movement pf her hands that the 
idea was new to her, he went on: 

“I have a feeling that she may not be finding life very 
easy.” 

Her eyes met his. 

“That’s what I thought at the wedding. Uncle; I didn’t 
like his face.” 

“You have a special gift for helping others, Dinny; 
and whatever’s wrong about Christianity, it’s not the 
saying ‘To give is more blessed than to receive.’ ” 

“Even the Son of Man liked His little joke. Uncle.” 

Adrian looked at her hard, and said: 

“Well, if you do go to Ceylon, mind you eat your 
mangoes over a basin.” 

He parted from her a little later and, too much out of 
mood to go back to work, went to the Horse Show instead. 



CHAPTER XXXII 


At South Square Tk Daily Phase was among those 
journals which politicians take lest they should miss 
reading correctly the temperature of Fleet Street. Michael 
pushed it over to Fleur at breakfast. 

During the si.v days since Dinny’s arrival neither of 
thern had said a word to her on the subject of Wilfrid- 
and it was Dinny who now said: “May I see that?” 

Fleur handed her the paper. She read, gave a little 
shudder, and went on with her breakfast. Kit broke the 
ensuing hush by stating Flobbs’ average. Did Aunt 
Dinny think he was as great as W. G. G race? 

“I never saw either of them. Kit.” 

“Didn’t you see W. G. ?” 

“I think he died before 1 was born.” 

Kit scrutinised her doubtfully. 

“Ohl” 

He died in said Alichael; “You’d have been 

eleven.” 

“But haven’t you really seen Hobbs, Auntie?” 

“No.” 

J Pfi seen him three times. I’m jiractising his hook to 
^*"S- 'Hbf' Daily Phase says Bradman is the best batsman in 
the world now. Do you think he’s better than Hobbs?” 

“Better news than Hobbs.” 

Kit stared. 

“What is ‘news’?” 

“What newspapers are for.” 

“Do they make it up?” 

“Not always,” 

“What news were you reading just now?” 

“Nothing that would interest you.” 

242 
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‘^How do you know?” 

“Kit, don’t worry!” said Fleur. 

“May I have an egg?” 

“Yes.” 

The hush began again, tiU Kit stopped his eggspoon in 
mid-air and isolated a finger: SS puon m 

“Look! The nail’s blacker than it was yesterday. Will 
it come off. Auntie?” 

“How did you do that?” 

“Pinched it in a drawer. I didn’t cry.” 

“Don’t boast, Kt.” 

Kit gave his mother a clear upward look and resumed 
his egg. 

Half an hour later, when Michael was just settling down 
to his correspondence. P inn y came into study. 

“Busy, MichaeP” 

“No, my dear.” 

“Thatpaperl Why can’t they leave Hm alone?” 

“You see Tie Leopard is selling like hot cakes. Pinny 
how do things stand now?” 

“I know he’s been having malaria, but I don’t even 
know where or how he is.” 

Michael looked at her face, masked in its desperate 
lithe smile, and said, hesitatingly: 

“Would you like me to find out?” 

“If he wants me, he knows where I am.” 

“I’ll see Compson Grice. I’m not lucky with Wilfrid 
himself.” 

When she was gone he sat staring at the letters he had 
not be^ to answer, half dismayed, half angered. Poor 
dear Pinnyl What a shamel Pushing the letters aside, he 
went out. / 

(^mpson Grice’s oflSce was near Covent Garden, 
which, for some reason still to be discovered, attract^ 
literature. When Michael reached it, about noon, that 
young publisher was sitting in the only well-furnished 
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room in the building, with a newspaper cutting in his 
hand and a smile on his lips, lie rose and said: “Hallo, 

Monti Seen this ia ThPhasi}” 

“Yes.” 

“I sent it round to Desert, and he wrote that at the top 
and sent it back. Neat, ehl 

Michael read in Wilfrid’s writing: 

“Whene’er the lord who rules his roosts 
Says: ‘Bitel’ he liitcs, says: ‘Boostl’ he boosts.” 

“He’s in town, then?” 

“Was half an hour ago.” 

“Have you seen him at all?” 

“Not since the book came out.” 

Michael looked shrewdly at that comely fattish face. 
“Satisfied with the sales?” 

“We’re in the forty-first thousand, and going strong.” 
“I suppose you don’t know whether Wilfrid is re- 
turning to the East?” 

“Haven’t the least little idea.” 

“He must be pretty sick with the w'hok thing.” 
Compson Grice shrugged. 

“How many poets have ever made a thousand pounds 
out of a hundred pages of verse?” 

“Small price for a soul, Grice.” 

“It’ll be two thousand before we’ve done.” 

“I always thought it a mistake to print 7'h Leopard. 
Since he did it I’ve defended it, but it was a fatal thing to 
do.” 

“I don’t agree.” 

“Obviously. It’s done you proud.” 

“You can sneer,” said Grice, with some feeling, “but he 
wouldn’t have sent it to me if he hadn’t wished it to come 
out. I am not my brother’s keeper. The mere fact that it 
turns out a scoop is nothing to the point.” 
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Michael sighed. 

“I suppose not; but this is no joke for him. It’s his 
whole life.” 

“Again, I don’t agree. That happened when he re- 
canted to save himself being shot. This is expiation, and 
damned good business into the bargain. His name is 
known to thousands who’d never heard of it.” 

Yes, said Michael, brooding, “there is that, certainly. 
Nothing like persecution to keep a name alive. Grice, will 
you do something for me? Make an excuse to find out 
what Wilfrid’s intentions are. I’ve put my foot into it 
with him and can’t go myself, but I specially want to 
know.” 

“H’m!” said Grice. “He bites.” 

Michael grinned. “He won’t bite his benefactor. I’m 
serious. Will you?’’ 

“I’ll try. By the way, there’s a book by that French 
Canadian I’ve just published. Top-holel I’ll send you a 
copy— your wife will Uke it.” ‘And,’ he added to himself, 
‘talk about it.’ He smoothed back his sleek dark hair and 
extended his hand. Michael shook it with a little more 
warmth than he really felt and went away. 

‘After all,’ he thought, ‘what is it to Grice except 
business? Wilfrid’s nothing to him! In these days we have 
to take what the gods send.’ And he fell to considering 
what was really making the public buy a book not con- 
cerned with sex, memoirs, or murders. The Empire! 
The prestige of the English! He did not believe it. No! 
What was making them buy it was that fundamental 
interest which attached to the (Question how £cLt a person 
might go to save his life without losing what was called 
his soul. In other words, the book was being sold by that 
little thing — believed in 'some quarters to be dead — rallpr) 
Conscience. A problem posed to each reader’s con- 
science, that he could not answer easily; and the fact that 
it had actually happened to the author brought it home to 
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the reader that some awful alternative might at any 
moment be presented to himself. And what would he do 
then, poor thing? And Michael felt one of those sudden 
bursts of consideration and even respect for the public 
which often came over him and so affected his more 
intelligent friends that they alluded to him as ‘Poor 
Michael!’ 

So meditating, he reached his room at the House of 
Commons, and had settled down to the consideration of a 
private bill to preserve certain natural beauties when a 
card was brought to him: 


General Sir Conway Oierrell. 

“Can you see me?” 

Pencilling: “Delighted, sirl” he handed the card back to 
the attendaitt and got up. Of all his uncles he knew 
Dinny s father least, and he waited with some trepidation. 
The General came in, saying: 

"Regular rabbit-warren this, Mich.ael.” 

He had the confirmed neatness of his pnffession, but his 
face looked worn and worried. 

“Luckily we don’t Imced here. Uncle Con.” 

The General emitted a short laugh. 

No, tliere s that. I hope I’m not interrupting you. 
It’s about Dinny. She still with you?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

The General hesitated, and then, crossing his hands on 

hi$ stick, said firmly: 

“You’re Desert’s best friend, aren’t you?” 

“Was. What lam now, I really don’t know.” 

“Is he still in town?” 

“Yes; he’s been having a bout of malaria, I believe.” 
“Dinny still seeing him?” 

“No, sir.” 

Again the General hesitated, and again seemed 
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to Etm himself by gripping his stick. 

know, only want what’s best for 
We want her happiness; the rest doesn’t matter. 
What do you thmk?” 

I redly don t believe it matters what any of us think.” 
The General frowned. 

‘"How do you mean?” 

“It’s just between those two.” 

“I understood that he was going away.” 

He said so to my father, but he hasn’t gone. His 
publisher told me just now that he was still at his rooms 
this morning.” 

“How is Dinny?” 

“Very low in her mind. But she keeps her end up.” 
“He ought to do something.” ^ 

“What, sir?” 


“It’s not fair to Dinny. He ought either to marry her 
or go right away.” 

“Would you find it easy, in his place, to make up your 
mmd?” ^ ’ 

“Perhaps not.” 

Michael made a restless tour of his little room. 

I think the whole thing is way below any question of 
just^yes or no. It’s a case of wounded pride, and when 
you ve got that, the other emotions don’t run straight. 
You ought to know that, sir. You must have had similar 
cases, when fellows have been court-martialled.” 

The word seemed to strike the General with the force 
of a revelation. He stared at his nephew and did not 
answer. 

Wilfrid,” said Michael, “is being court-martialled, 
and it isn t a short sharp business like a real court-martial — - 
it s a desperate long-drawn-out a, {Fair, with no end to it 
that I can grasp.” 

“I see,” said the General, quietly: “But he should never 
have let Dinny in for it.” 
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Michael smiled. ‘‘Does love ever do what’s correct?” 

“That’s the modern view, anyway.” 

“According to report, the ancient one, too.” 

The General went to the window and stood looking out. ' 

“I don’t 4ike to go and see Dinny,” he said, without 
turning round; “it seems like worrying her. Her mother 
feels the same. And there’s nothing we can do.” 

His voice, troubled not for himself, touched Michael 

“I believe,” he said, “that in some way it’ll all be over 
very soon. And whichever way will be better for them 
and all of us than this.” 

The General turned round. 

“Let’s hope so. I wanted to ask you to keep in touch 
with us, and not let Dinny do anything without letting us 
know. It’s very hard waiting down there. I won’t keep 
you now; and thank you, it’s been a relief. Good-bye, 
Michael!” 

He grasped his nephew’s hand, squeezed it firmly, and 
was gone. 

Michael thought: ‘Hanging in tlie windl There’s 
nothing worse. Poor old boyi’ 



CHAPTER XXXIII 


CoMPSON Grice, who had no mean disposition and a 
certain liking for Michael, went out to lunch mindful of 
his promise. A believer in the power of meals to solve 
difficulties, he would normally have issued an invitation 
and obtained his information over the second or third 
glass of really old brandy. But he was afraid of Wilfrid 
Discussing his simple sok mmni'ore and half-bottle of Chabhs’ 
he decided on a letter. He wrote it in the Club’s little 
green-panelled writing-room, with a cup of coffee by his 
side and a cigar in his mouth. 


“Dear Desert, — 


“The Hotch Potch Club. 
“Friday. 


In view of the remarkable success of The Leopard 
and the probability of further large sales, I feel that 
I ought to know definitely what you would like me to 
do with the royalty cheques when they fell due. Perhaps 
you would be so good as to tell me whether you con- 
template going back to the East, and if so when; and 
at the same time let me have an address to which I 
can remit with safety. Possibly you would prefer that 
I should simply pay your royalties into your bank, what- 
ever that is, and take their receipt. Hitherto our 
financial transactions have been somewhat lean, but 
The Leopard will certainly have — ^indeed, is already 
having— an influence on the sales of your two previous 
books; and it will be advisable that you should keep me 
in touch with your whereabouts in future. Shall you be 
in Town much longer? I am always delighted to see you, 
if you care to look in. 


*49 
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''With hearty congratulations and best wishes, 

"I am, sincerely yours, 

"CoMPsoN Grice.’’ 

This letter, in his elegant and upright hand, he addressed 
to Cork Street and sent at once by the club messenger. 
The remains of his recess he spent sounding in his rather 
whispering voice the praises of his French Canadian 
product, and then took a taxi back to Covent Garden, A 
clerk met him in the lobby. 

"Mr. Desert is waiting up in your room, sir.” 

"Good!” said Compson Grice, subduing a tremor and 
thinking: 'Quick work!' 

Wilfrid was standing at a window which commanded 
a slanting view of Covent Garden market; and Grice was 
shocked when he turned round— tlie face was so dark 
and wasted and had such a bitter look: the hand, too, had 
an unpleasant dry heat in tiie feel of it. 

"So you got my letter?” he said. 

"Thanks. Idcrc’s the address of my bank. Better pay 
all cheques into it and take their receipt.” 

"You don’t look too fearfully w’clL Are you off again?” 

"Probably. Well, good-bye, Grice, Thanks for all 
you’ve done.” 

Compson Grice said, with real feeling: "Tm terribly 
sorry it’s hit you so hard.” 

Wilfrid shrugged and turned to the door. 

When he was gone his publisher stood, twisting the 
bank’s address in his hands. Suddenly he said out loud: 
"1 don’t like his looks; 1 absolutely don’tl” And he went 
to the telephone . . * 

Wilfrid walked north; he had another visit to pay. He 
reached the museum just as Adrian was having his cup 
of 'Dover’ tea and bun. 

"Good!” said 'Adrian, lising. "Fm glad to see ■ you. 
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There s a spare cup. Do sit down.’’ 

1 experienced the same shock as Grice at the 

s face and the feel of his hand. 

Wilfrid took a sip of tea. “May I smoke.?” He lighted 

a cigarette, and sat, hunched in his chair. Adrian 4iS 
for him to speak. waicea 

“h!,T TJ at last, 

J ^,Tu blue. I wanted to know 

which would hurt Dinny least-just to clear out T7o 

Adrian hved through a wretched and bleak minute. 
You mean that if you see her you can’t trust yourself ” 
Desert gave a shivering shrug, ^ 

It’s not that exactly. It sounds brutal, but I’m so fed 
anything. If I saw her— I might wound 
her. She s been an angel. I don’t suppose you can under- 
stand what s happened in me. I can’t myself. I only know 

Adrian*^nod(^d everything and everybody.” 

“I was told you’d been ill-you don’t think that 
accounts for your present feeling? For God’s sake don’t 
make a mistake in your feelings nowl” 

Wilfrid smiled. 

T r iiot that. You’ll laugh, but 

I feel like bleeding to death inside. I want to get to where 
nothing and nobody remind me. And Dinny reminds 
rue more than anyone.” 

“I see,” said Adrian gravely. And he was silent, 
passing his hand over his bearded chin. Then he got up 
and began to walk about. ^ 

Do you think it’s fair to Dinny or yourself not to trv 
what seeing her might do?” ^ 

Wilfrid answered, almost with violence: ‘T tell you I 
should hurt her.” ^ * 


A any way; her eggs are all in one basket. 

And look here, Desertl You Published .jt^t,, poem 
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ZjZ 

deliberately, i always uiKkrHttHai )^»u tlui su an a form 
of expiation, even ihougli yon bati usketi l,)umy to marry 
you. Vm not such a foul as to want juu tu mi with 
Dinny if yentr icelinp^s iuve ^reaii\ ihuupaai; but are 
you sure they have?'’ 

*'lviy ieclmgH haven’t ehan^tevl. I sinipiy iiave^^^none. 
Being a pariaii dog has kilkal ibcin.” 

‘*Do yiHi realise wliai yi.m’ie saung^r” 

“Perfectly! I knew I was a juoali Irom the moment I 
recanted, »tnd that wheflier pet^ple ktu'w n or not dkkft 
matter. Ml the same • n tjA taafU’uai/* 

see,” said Aduati again, ami iaine to a standHtilk 
“1 suppiJse that’s natural/’ 

“Whether it is to iahers, I don’t know; it is to me. I 
am out ot the herd, and V\l ’4av fheie. I diu/t eoiu|daim 
I side against He with ilespnatc energy. 

Adrian said, very g.emh: ” 1 nen \n\i want to ktmw 
how to hurt i)mny leasir I eanh fHl you: I u ndi 1 cuuld. 
i g;ive you the wn-mg advue when you uune liefore* 
Advtce is no g,oud, anyveay. We have tn wiesik things 
out tor ouisclvcs.” 

Wkllrid stitod up. “lii.nueal, lu/t iff ! was driven to 
Dinny by my lonehness. rin ihoen away liom her by it. 
W'cll, gtaHl-I^ye, sir; 1 doi/i sypp^ise | shall ever see you 
again. And thanks Un trying to hel|'* me/* 

*i wish to tiod I could/* 

Wilfrid smiled ihe sudden srmie iliat |;avc him his 
cliaim. 

“Pit try whit one more walk wd! do, I may sec some 
writing on the walk Aiiywwy, you’ll know I rluln’t want 
to hurl her more than I cuuld help. (tood-hycH 

Adrianas tea was cold and his him uneaten, I!c pushed 
them away, lie tell it he hail tailed Dinny, and yet tot 
the hfc of him eotdd noi sec wdai he could have done* 
That young imn IcKiked very tjarcil illcednig to death 
insideP Grueiomc phiMcl And truci }udgifig by his liccl 
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Fibre sensitive as his, and a consuming pride! “Going 
back into the blue.” To roam about in the East— a sort 
of Wandering Jew; become one of those mysterious 
Englishmen found in out-of-the-way places, with no 
origins that they would speak of, and no future but their 
present. He filled a pipe and tried his best to feel that 
after all, in the long run Dinny would be happier un- 
married to him. And he did not succeed. There was only 
one flowering of real love in a woman’s life, and this was 
hers. He had no doubt on that point. She would make 
shift— oh! yes; but she would have missed ‘the singing 
and the gold.’ And, grabbing his battered hat, he went 
out. He strode along in the direction of Hyde Park; then, 
yielding to a whim, diverged towards Mount Street. 

When Blore announced him his sister was putting the 
last red stitches in the tongue of one of the dogs in her 
French tapestry. She held it up. 

“It ought to drip. He’s looking at that bunny. Would 
blue drips Ire right?” 

“Grey, Em, on that background.” 

Lady Mont considered her brother sitting in a small 
chair with his long legs hunched up. 

“You look like a war correspondent — camp stools, and 
no time to shave. I do want Dinny to be married, A drian , 
She’s twenty-six. All that about bein’ yellow. They could 
go to Corsica.” 

Adrian smiled. Em was so right, and yet so wrong! 

“Con was here to-day,” resumed his sister, “he’d been 
secin’ Michael. Nobody knows anythin’. And Dinny just 
goes walks with Kit and Dandy, Fleur says, and nurses 
Catherine, and sits readin’ books without turnin’ the page.” 

Adrian debated whether to tell her of Desert’s visit 
to him. 

“And Con says,” went on Lady Mont, “that he can’t 
make two ends meet this year — Clare’s weddin’ and the 
Budget, and Jean expectin’ — she’ll have to cut down some 
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trees, and sell the horses. We*re haul up, too. Tt^s lucky 
Fleur’s got so much. Money is such a bore. What do you 
think?”' 

Adrian gave a start. 

*'Well, no one expects a good thing nowadays, but one 
wants enough to live on.” 

‘'It’s havin’ dependants. Boswell’s got a sister that can 
only walk with one leg; and Johnson’s wife’s got cancer— 
poor thing! And everybody’s got soinc!H)dy or somethin’. 
Dinny says at Condaford her mother dtics everythin’ in 
the village. So how it’s to go on, ! tlon’t know. Lawrence 
doesn’t save a penny.” 

"We’re filling between two stools, Em; and one fine 
day we shall reach the door with a bump.” 

"I suppose we shall live in alms!u>uses.” And Lady 
Mont lifted her w'ork up to the light. “No, 1 shan’t make 
it drip. Or else go to Kenya; tliey say there’s scmicthin’ 
that pays there.” 

"\%at I hare,” said Adrian with sudden emergy, "is 
the thought of Mr. 7om N<Hldy or stiinehody Iniying 
Condaford and using it for week end cocktail parties.” 

"1 should go and Iw a Bansiu-e in the wooils. There 
couldn’t be CondaiBrd without fiherreils.” 

"There dashed well could, bun, Tiicrc’s a cotifoundcd 
process called evolution; and Englatid is its home.” 

Lady Mont sighed, and, getting up, sw’’aycd over to her 
parakeet. 

"Polly! You and I will go and live iti an almshouse.” 



CHAPTER XXXIV 


When Compson Grice telephoned to Michael, or 'rather 
to Fleur, for Michael was not in, he sounded embarrassed. 

“Is there any message I can give him, Mr. Grice?” 

“Your husband' asked me to find out Desert’s move- 
ments. Well, Desert’s just been in to see me, and practically 
said he was off again; but— er— I didn’t like his looks, and 
his hand was like a man’s in fever.” 

‘Tie’s been having malaria.” 

“Oh! .Ah! By the way, I’m sending you a book I’m 
sure you’ll like; it’s by that French Canadian,” 

“Thank you, very much. I’ll tell Michael when he comes 
in.” 

And Fleur stood thinking. Ought she to pass this on 
to Dinny? Without consulting Michael she did not like 
to, and he, tied tightly to the House just now, might not 
even be in to dinner. How like Wilfrid to keep one on 
tenterhooks! She always felt that she knew him better 
than either Dinny or Michael. They were convinced of a 
vein of pure gold in him. She, for whom he had once 
had such a pressing passion, could only assess that vein 
at ninedarat. ‘That, I suppose,’ she thought, rather bitterly, 
‘is because my nature is lower than theirs.’ People assessed 
others according to their own natures, didn’t they? Still, 
it was difficult to give high value to one whose mistress 
she had not become^ and who had then fled into the blue. 
There was always extravagance in Michael’s likings; in 
Dinny — well, Dinny she did not really understand. 

And so she went back to the letters she was writing. 
They were important, for she was rallying the best and 
brightest people to meet some high-caste Indian ladies 
who were oyer for the Conference. She had nearly 
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finished when she was called to the telephone by Michael, 
asking if there were any message from Conipson Grice. 
Having given him what news there was, slic went on: 

“Are you coming in to dinner? . . . Good! I dread 
finin g alone with Dinny; she’s so mat vellously cheerful, 
it gives me the creeps. Not worry other petijilc and all 
that, of course; but if she showed her feelings more it 
would worry us less . . . Uncle (‘.onl . . . I'hat’s rather 
funny, the whole family seems to w.mt now the exact 
opposite of what they wantcil at itrst. I sitppfjse it’s the 
result of watching her sutler . . . ^'es, she went in the 
car to sail Kit’s boar on the Routul Pont!; they sent Dandy 
and the boat back in the car, anti arc w.ilking home . . . 
All right, dear boy. liight tt’cloek; tlon'i he late if you can 
help it . . . OhI here are Kit atid Dinny. Good-hyd” 

Kit had come into the nmin. His hue was brown, his 
eyes blue, his sweater the same colour as his eyes, hi.s 
shorts darker blue; his green stockings were gartered 
below his bare knees, and his brown shoes had hrogue,s; 
he wore no cap on his bright heath 

“Auntie Dinny has gone to he down. She had to .sit 
on the grass. She says she’ll he all right soon. D’you think 
she’s going to have measles? I’ve had them, Mummy, so 
when she’s isulated 1 can still sec her. VC'c saw a man who 
frightened her,” 

“What sort of man?” 

“He didn’t come near; a tall st»rt tif man; he had his hat 
in his hand, and when he saw tis, he almtJst ran.” 

“How do you know he saw you?” 

“Ohl he went like that, and scooted." 

“Was that in the Park?” 

“Yes.” 

“Which?” 

“The Green Park.” 

“Was he thin, and dark in the face?” 

"Yes; do you know him too?” 
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^‘Why ‘too; Kit? Did Auntie Dinny know 
I think so, she said: OhI like that, and put her hand 
here. And then she looked after him; and then she sat 
down on the grass. I fanned her with her scarf. I love 
Auntie Dinny. Has she a husband?” 

“No.” 

When he had gone up, Fleur debated. Dinny must have 
realised that Kit would describe everything. She decided 
only to send up a message and some sal volatile. 

The answer came back: “I shall be all right by dinner.” 

But at dinner-time a further message came to say she 
still felt rather faint: might she just go to bed and have 
a long night? 

Thus it was that Michael and Fleur sat down alone. 

“It was Wilfrid, of course.” 

Michael nodded. 

“I wish to God he’d go. It’s so wretched— the whole 
thingl D’you remember that passage in Turgenev, where 
Litvinov watches the train smoke curling away over the 
fields?” 

“No. Why?” 

“All Dinny’s tissue going up in smoke.” 

“Yes,” said Fleur between tight lips. “But the fire will 
burn out.” 

“And leave ?” 

“OhI She’ll be recognisable.” 

Michael looked hard at the partner of his board. She 
was regarding the morsel of fish on her fork. With a little 
set smile on her lips she raised it to her mouth and began 
champing, as if chewing the cud of experience. Recog- 
nisable! Yes, sh was as pretty as ever, though more firmly 
moulded, as if in tunc with the revival of shape. He turned 
his eyes away, for he still squirmed when he thought of 
that business four years ago, of which he had known so 
little, suspected so much, and talked not at all. Smokel 
Did all human passion burn away and drift in a blue film 
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over the fields, obscure for a moment the sight of the 
sun and the shapes of the crops and the trees, then fiide 
into air and leave the clear hanl day; and no dill'ercnce 
anywhere? Not cjuite! I'or smoke was burnt tissue, and 
where fire had raged there was alteration. Of the Dinny 
he had known from a small child up, the outline would 
be changed — hardened, sharpened, re) tiled, withered? And 
he said: 

“I must be back at the I louse by nine, the Chancellor’s 
speaking. Why one should listen to him, 1 don’t know, 
but one does.” 

“Why you should listen to atiyonc will always he a 
mystery. Did you ever know any speaker in the House 
change anyotic’s opinions?” 

“No,” said Michael with a wry smile, “hut one lives 
in hopes. We sit day after day talking of some blessed 
measure, and then take a vote, with the same result as if 
we’d taken it at the end of the lirst two speeches. And 
that’s gone on for hundreds of years." 

“So liliall” said ificur. “Kit thinks Dinny is going to 
have measles. He’s asking, uto, if she has a husband . . . 
Coaker, bring the cotfee, please. Mr. Mont has to go.” 

When he had kissed her ami gone, b'lcur went up to 
the nurseries. Catherine was the soundest of sleepers, and 
it was pleasant to watcli her, a pretty child with hair that 
would probably be like her own and eyes so hesitating 
between grey and haste! that they gave promise of becoming 
ice-green. One small hand was crumpled against her 
cheek, and she breathed lightly as a tiitwcr. Nodding tt> 
the nurse, Fleur pushed open the door into the other 
nursery, To wake Kit was tkngcrous. He would demand 
biscuits, and, very likely, milk, want Ught conversation, 
and ask her to read to him. But in spite of tiie dtwe’s faint 
creaking he did not wake. Hi* bright head was thrust 
deterimnedly into the pillow from under which the butt 
of a pistol protruded. It was hot, and he had thrown hack 
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the clothes, so that, by the glimmer of the night-light his 
blue-pyjama’d figure was disclosed to the knees. His skin 
was brown and healthy, and he had a Forsyte’s chin. Fleur 
moved up and stood quite close. He looked ‘such a duck,’ 
thus determinedly asleep in face of the opposition put up 
by his quickening imagination. With feathered finger- 
tips she gripped the sheet, pulled it up, and gingerly let 
it down over him; then stood back with her hands on her 
hips, and one eyebrow raised. He was at the best age in 
life, a,nd would be fur another two years until he went to 
school. NIo sex to bother him as yet! Everybody kind to 
him; e^R^rythi^g an adventure out of books. Books! 
Michael’s old bi>oks, her own, the few written since fit 
for children. He was at the wonderful age! She looked 
swiitly round the twilit room. His gun and sword lay 
ready on a cliairl One supported disarmament, and armed 
child reti to the teeth! His other toys, mostly mechanised, 
would be in the schoolroom. No; there on the window- 
sill was the boat he had sailed with Dinny, its sails still 
set; imd there on a cushion in the corner was ‘the silver 
dog,’ aware of her hut too lazy to get up. She could sec 
the slim leather of his tail cocked and waving gently at 
her. And, afraid lest she might disturb this admirable 
peace, she blew a kiss to both of them and stole back 
through the door. Nodding again to the nurse, she 
inspected Catherine's eyelashes and went out. Down the 
stairs site tip-toed to the floor on which was\, Dinny’S'', 
room, alnwe her own. Was it unfeeling not to look in 'and 
ask it' there were anything she wanted? She moved closer 
to the door. Only half-past nine! She could not be asleep. 
Probably she would not sleep at all It was hateful to 
think of her lying there silent and unhappy. Perhaps' to 
talk wt>uld be a comfort, would take her' .mind o.fiT'' She 
was raising her hand to knock wlien a s.ound came forth," 
smothered, yet unmistakable~'thc, gasping sobs, .of 'one' 
crying into her pillow, Fleur stood, as if turned to stone. 
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A noise she had not heard since she herself had made it 
nearly four years agol It turned her sick with the force 
of memory— a horrible, but a sacred sound. Not for 
worlds would she go ini She covered her ears, drew back, 
and fled downstairs. For further protection from that 
searing sound she turned on the portable wireless. It 
gave forth from the second act of Madame Butterfly, 
She turned it off and sat down again at her bureau. She 
wrote rapidly a kind of formula: ‘hSuch a pleasure if, etc. — 
meet those very charming Indian ladies who, etc.— Yours, 
etc., Fleur Mont.’* Over and over and over, and the sound 
of that sobbing in her ears! It was sttilfy to-nightl She 
drew the curtains aside and threw the window wider to 
let in what air there was. A hostile thing, life, full ot 
silent menace and small annoyances. If you went towards 
and grasped life with botii liands, it yielded, perliaps, then 
drew back to deal some ugly .stroke. I lalf-past teal What 
were they jabbering about now in Parliament? Some 
twopenny-ha’penny tax! She closed the window and drew 
the curtains again, stamped her letters, and stood looking 
round the room beffire turning out and goitig up. And, 
suddenly, came a memory—of Wilfrid’s fice outside close 
to the glass of the window, on tlic niglit he fled from her 
to the East. If it were there now; it', for a second time in 
his strange lift*, he came like a diseniluKiicd spirit to that 
window, seeking now not her hut Dinny? She switched 
off the light and groped her way to the windt w, cautiously 
drew the curtains apart a very little, anti peered out. 
Nothing but the last of the anilieiaily delayed daylight! 
Impatiently she dropped tlie curtain atui went upstairs. 
Standing before her long mirror, she listened a moment, 
and then carefully did not. How like life, that! One shut 
eyes and ears to all that was painful— if one could. And 
wIk> could blame one? Plenty, to which one ct>uld shut 
neither eyes nor ears, seeped-in even thnmgh clcjscd lids 
and cotton-wooL She was just getting into bed when 
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Michael came. She told him of the sobbing, and he in 
turn stood listening; but nothing penetrated the room’s 
solid roofing. He went into his dressing-room and came 
back presently in a dressing-gown she had given him, blue, 
with embroidered cuffs and collar, and began to walk up 
and down. 

‘‘Come to bed,” said Fleur; “you can’t help by doing 
that.” 

They talked a little in bed. It was Michael who fell 
asleep. Fleur lay wakeful. Big Ben struck twelve. The 
town murmured on, but the house was very still. A little 
crack now and then, as though some board were settling 
down after the day’s pressure of feet; the snuffle, not loud, 
of Michael’s breathing — such, and the whispering, as it 
were, of her own thoughts, were its only noises. From 
the room above no^ a sound. She began to think of where 
they should go in the long vacation. Scotland had been 
spoken of, and Cornwall; she herself wanted the Riviera 
for a month at least. To come back brown all over; she 
had never been properly sun-browned yeti With Made- 
moiselle and Nanny the children would be safel What 
was that? A door closing. Surely the creaking of stairs 
She touched Michael. 

“Yes?” 

“ListenI” 

Again that faint creaking. 

“It began above,” whispered Fleur; “I think you ought 
to see.” 

He got out of bed, put on his dressing-gown and 
slippers, and, opening the door quietly, looked out. 
Nothing on the landing, but the sound of someone moving 
in the i He slipped down the stairs. 

There was a dim figure by the front door, and he said 
gently: 

“Is that you, Dinny?” 

“Yes” 
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Michael moved forward. Her iiF,urc left the d()or, aad 
he came on her sitting on the Ci ut ‘sarc( jphagusd { k could 
just see that her itand was raised, holding^ a scarf over her 
head and face. 

**ls there anything I can g,et you?'' 

**JNo. i wanted stnne air/* 

Michael checked Ins impulse m turn the liyfot up. He 
moved forward, arid in the daikncss sirokeil her arm, 
didn't tinnk you\l luar/* she said. sorry/' 

Dared lie speak oi' her trouble? Would site hate him 
for it, or be graietui? 

*‘My dear/* he said, 'knyihing due'll do you gotk/' 

*'h*H silly, ril gt> up again/* 

Michael put Ins arm round hei; he could fed due she 
was folly dressed. After a moment she relaxed against 
him, still holding the Si*ai1^ so that it veiled her face and 
head. He rocked her gendy ■ tlic least In tie movement side 
to side. Her body slipped till her he.ui rested against his 
shoulder. I^lichael cca^cil tti rot k, t eased almost to breathe. 
As long as she would, let her test there! 



CHAPTER XXXV 


'When left Adria-n s room at the Museum, he had 

no plan or direction in his mind, and walked along like a 
man in one of those dreams where the theme is repeated 
over and over, and the only end is awakening. He went 
down the Kings way to the Embankment, came to West* 
minster Bridge, turned on to it, and stood leaning over the 
parapet. A jump, and he would be out of iti The tide was 
running down English water escaping to the seas, never- 
more to come back, glad to gol Escape! Escape from all 
those who made him think of himseE To be rid of this 
perpetual self-questioning and seE-consciousness! To end 
this damned mawkish indecision, this puling concern as 
to whether one would hurt her too much! But of course 
one would not hurt her too much! She would cry and get 
over it. Sentiment had betrayed him once! Not again! 
By Godl Not again! 

He stood there a long time, leaning on the parapet, 
watching the bright water and the craft creeping by; and 
every now and then a passing Cockney would stand beside 
him, as if convinced that he was looking out at something 
of sensational interest. And he was! He was seeing his 
own life finally ‘in the blue,^ unmoored, careering like the 
Flying Dutchman, on far waters to the far ends of the world. 
But at least without need for bravado, kow-towing, appeal, 
or pretence, under his own flag, and that not at haE-mast. 

‘TVe ’card,'^ said a voice, “that lookin’ at the water long 
enough will make ’em jump sometimes.” 

WiErid shuddered and w^ked away. God! How raw 
and jagged one had got! He walked off the bridge past the 
end of Whitehall into St. James’s Park, skirted the long 
water up to the geraniums and thje large stone males, 
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females^ and fruits in front of the P.iLict\ passed into the 
Green Park, and threw himsell’ down < m the tiry r^rass. He 
lay there perhaps an hour on his hack with Ids iiand over 
his eyes, grateful for the sun soakitig ituo him. Wlicn he 
got up he felt di 2 :?.y, and had to stand some minutes to t^et 
ids balance before moving towards 1 lyde l^ark Corner, 
He had gone but a little way wiien he started and swerved 
off to the right. Corning towaiais him, nearer the riditig 
track, were a young woman and a little hoy. Dinnyl He 
had seen her gasp, her hand gn) to her heart. And he had 
vswerved and walked away, it was In'inal, horrible, but it 
was final St> a man, who had thrust a tltgg^cr h< nnc, would 
led. Brutal, horrible, Inn iitiall No more ituiecisionl 
Nothing now but tt> get away as tjuick as ever he could! 
He turned towards his rooms, st ritimg along as if possessed, 
ids lips drawn l)ack in such a snule as a man has in a 
dentist’s chair. He had stricken <,1 >wt) the (uily W4 unan who 
had ever seemed to him worth mairying, the only woman 
for wliom he iiad felt what was wor’hy to be called real 
love. Well! Ik’ttcr .strike her dowti hkt fiiat than kill her 
by living witli her! He was as Hsau, aiul as Islimad, not 
lit lor a daughter ot Israel. Am! a messenger boy turned 
atid stared after him— the pace at whidi he walked was 
so fiireiga to the yennh’s iutldruai thditigs. lie crossed 
Piccadilly with no concern whatever i'm its fraific, and 
plunged ifUo the narrow mouth of Bund Street. It sud- 
denly struck him that he wmdd never see Scott’s hats 
again. I’he shop had just i>een shut, but those hats rCvStcd 
in rows, super-conventional hats, tnipical hats, ladies' hats, 
and spedmens of the newest Trilby or Ilomburg, or what- 
ever they called it now. lie strode im, nmmkxl the scent 
of Atkinson's, and came tt* his owti iUmt. 1‘hcrc he had 
to sit down at the fiHtt of the .stairs before lie could iind 
strength to climb. The spasmodic energy which had 
followed the shock of seeing her had ebbed out in utter 
lassitude. He was just beginning to mount when Stack 
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and the dog came down. Foch rushed at his legs and stood 
against him, reaching his head up. Wilfrid crumpled his 
ears. To leave him once more without a master! 

“I’m off early to-morrow morning. Stack. To Siam. I 
probably shan’t be coming back.” 

“Not at all, sir?” 

“Not at all.” 

“Would you like me to come too, sir?” 

Wilfrid put his hand on the henchman’s shoulder. 

“Jolly good of you. Stack; but you’d be bored to death.” 

“Excuse me, sir, but you’re hardly fit to travel alone at 

present.’’ 

'‘Perhaps not, but I’m going to.” 

lltc henchman I)ent his eyes on Wilfrid’s face. It was 
a grave intent gaze, as if he were committing that face 
finally to heart. 

‘Tve been with you a long time, sir.” 

"You have, Stack; and nobody could have been nicer 
to me. Fve made provision in case anything happens to 
me. You’d prefer to go on here, I expect, keeping the 
rooms for when my father wants them.” 

"I should be sorry to leave here, if I can’t come with 
you. Are you sure about that, sir?” 

Wilfrid nodded. "Quite sure, Stack. What about 
Foch?” 

Stack hesitated, then said with a rush: "I think I ought 
to tell you, sir, that when Miss Cherrell was here last— the 
night you went off to Epping— she said that if you was 
to go away at any time, she would be glad to have the 
dog. He’s fond of her, sir.” 

Wilfrid’s face became a mask. 

"Take him his run,” he said, and went on up the 
stdrs, 

liis mind was once agdn in turmoil. Murder! But it, 
was danel One did not bring a corpse to life with longing" 
or remorse. The dog, if she wanted 'him, was hers,, of 


s 
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coursel Why did women cling to memories, when all 
they should wish should be to forget ? 1 le sat down at his 
bureau and wrote: 

“I am going away for good. I'och comes to you with 
this. He is yours if you care to have him. 1 am only fit 
to be alone. Forgive me if you can, and forget me. — 
Wilfrid.” 

He addressed it, and sat on at the hma'au .slowly turning 
his head and looking round the room. Umler three months 
since the day he had come back. J le felt a.s if he had lived 
a lifetime. Dinny over there at the hctirth, after her father 
had beenl Dinny on the divan looking up at him! Dinny 
here, Dinny there! 

Her smile, her eyes, her hair! Dinny, and that memory 
in the Arab tent, pulling at cadi other, wrestling for him. 
Why had he not seen the end from the beginning? He 
might have known himself! He took a sheet of paper and 
wrote: 

“My dear Father, — 

“England d<x:sn’t seem to agree with me, and I am stari- 
ng to-morrow for Siam. My hank will h:tve my address 
from time to time. Stack will keep things going here as 
usual, so that the rooms will he ready whenever you want 
them. I hope you’ll take care of ytmrsdf. I'll try and send 
you a coin for your collection now and then. Good-bye. 

“Yours aiiectionatcly, 

“Wilfrid.” 

His father would read it and say: “Dear mcl Very 
sudden! Queer fellowl” And that was about all tlmt 
anyone would think or say — except ! 

He took another sheet of paper and wrote to his bank; 
then lay down, exhausted, on the divan. 
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Stack must pack, he hadn’t the strength. Luckily his 
passport was m order-that curious document whkh 
rendered one independent of one’s kind; that password to 
whatever loneliness one wanted. The room Zs vStrill 
for at this hour of lull before dinner traffic began^there 
was hardly any noise from the streets. The stu/whirhe 
took after attacks of malaria had opium in it, and a dreamy 

icUxed. To his half-drugged senses scents kept cominy— - 
the scent of camels’ dung, of coffee roastffig, carpfts 
spices, and humanity in the Suks, the sharp uni^ented 2 
of the desert, and the fetid reek of some river village- and 
sounds— the whine of beggars, a camel’s coughing grunts 
the cry of the jackal Mueaain call, padding of donkeys’ 
feet, mpping ot the silversmiths, the creaking and moaniL 
ot water being drawn. And before his half-closed eyes 
visions came floating; a sort of long dream-picture of the 
hast as he had known it. Now it would be another East 
further and more strangel ... He slipped into a real 
dream, ... 



CliAPTER XXXA'l 


Seeing him turn away from her in the tEcen Park, Dinny 
had known for certain it was all over. The si.rjht of his 
ravaged face had moved her to the depths. If only he 
could be happy agtiin she could put up with it. for since 
the evening he left lier in his rooms she had been steeling 
herself, never really believing in anything hut this. After 
those moments with Michael in the tlark hall she slept a 
little and had her coiice upstairs. A mess.igc was hnrught 
her about ten o’clock that a man with a dog was waiting 
to see her. 

She finished dre.ssing quickly, put on her hat, and went 
down. It could only he Stack. 

The henchman was staiuliiig beside the ‘s.ircophagus,’ 
holding Foch on a lead. His f.iee, i'ull ol’ understanding 
as ever, was lined and pale, as if he had been up all 
night. 

“Mr. Desert sent this, miss." 1 le lieki out a note. 

Dinny opened the door of the drawing-room. 

“G>mc in here, please, Stack. Let’s .sit dtiwn.” 

He sat down and let go of the lead. The dog went to 
her and put his no.se on her knee. Dinny read the note. 

“Mr. Desert says that I may have Foch.” 

Stack bent his gaze on his hoots. “He’s gone, miss. 
Went by the early service to Paris atul Marseilles.” 

She could see moisture in the folds of his checks. 
He gave a loud sniff, and angrily inaished his hand over 
his face. 

“I’ve been with him fourteen ycar.s, miss. It was hound 
to hit me. He talks of not coming back.” 

“Where has he gone?” 

“Siam.” 
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“A long way,” said Dinny with a smile. “The o-reat 
thmg IS that he should be happy again.” 

“lhat IS so, miss. I don’t know if you’d care to hear 
about the dog s food. He has a dry biscuit about nine 
and shin of beef or sheep’s head, cooked, with crumbled 
hound-meal, between six and seven, and nothing else. A 
good quiet dog, he is, perfect gentleman in the house. 
He II sleep in your bedroom if you like.” 

“Do you stay where you are. Stack?” 

Yes, miss. I he rooms are his lordship’s. As I told 
you, Mr. Desert is sudden; but I think he me ans what he 
says. He never was happy in England.” 

1 m sure he means what he says. Is there anythin^ I 
can do for you. Stack?” 

1 he henchman shook his head, his eyes rested on 
Dinny s lace, and she knew he was debating whether he 
dared offer sympathy. She stood up. 

1 think 1 11 take hoch a walk and get him used to me.” 

\es, miss. I don’t let him off the lead except in the 
parks. If there’s anything you want to know about him 
any time, you have the number.” 

Dinny put out her hand. 

“Well, good-bye. Stack, and best wishes.” 

“The same to you, miss. I’m sure.” His eyes had what 
was more than understanding in them, and the grip of 
Ills hand had a spasmodic strength. Dinny continued to 
smile till he was gone and the door closed, then sat down 
on the sofa with her hands over her eyes. The dog, who 
had followed Stack to the door, whined once, and ramp 
back to her. She uncovered her eyes, took Wilfrid’s note 
from her lap, and tore it up. 

“Well, Foch,” she said, “what shall we do? Nice 
walk?” 

The tail moved; he again whined slightly. 

“Come along, then, boy.” 

She felt steady, but as if a spring had broken. With the 
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dog on the lead she walked towards Victoria Station, and 
stopped before the statue. The leaves had thickened round 
it, and that was all the change. Man and horse, remote, 
active, and contained— ‘workmanlike’! A long time she 
stood there, her face raised, dry-eyed, thin and drawn; and 
the dog sat patiently beside her. 

Then, with a shrug, she turned away and led him 
rapidly towards the Park. When she had walked some 
time, she went to Mount Street and asketl for Sir 1 awrence. 
He was in his study. 

“Well, my dear,” he said, “that looks a tiicc dog; is he 
yours?” 

“Yes. Uncle Lawrence, will yoti do something for me?” 

“Surely.” 

“Wilfrid has gone. He went this nuirning. He is not 
coming Irack. W'oukl you he so very kiiul as to let my 
people know, and Michael, and Aunt lim, ami Uncle 
Adrian. I don’t want ever to lun-e to speak of it.” 

Sir Lawrence inclined his hea<l, took her hand and put 
it to his lips. “There was something I wanted to show you, 
Dinny.” He took from his tahlc a little statuette of Vdiairc. 
“I picked that up two days ago. Isn’t he it delightful old 
cynic? Why the French should he so much {dcasantcr as 
cynics than other people is mysterious, except, of course, 
that cynicism, to be toicrahlc, must have grace and wit; 
apart from those, it’s just had manners. An Hnglish cynic 
is a man with a general grievance. A Cjcrman cynic is a sort 
of wild boar. A Scandinavian cynic is a pestilence. An 
American jumps around too much to make a cytvic, and a 

Russian’s state of mind is not coastant cmmgh. You might 

et a perfectly good cynic in Austria, perhaps, or northern 
China — possibly it’s a question of latitude.” 

Dinny smiled. 

“Give my love to Aunt Em, please. I’m going home 
this afternoon.” 

“God bless you, my dear,” said Sit Lawrence. "Come 
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here, or to Lippinghall, whenever you want; we love 
having you/’ And he kissed her forehead. 

When she had gone, he went to the telephone, and then 
sought his wife. 

‘‘Em, poor Dinny has just been here. She looks like a 
smiling ghost. It’s all over. Desert went off for good this 
morning. She doesn’t want ever to speak of it. Can you 
remember that?” 

Lady Mont, ^who was arranging some flowers in a 
Chmese ginger jar, dropped them and turned round. 

“OhI dearl” she said. ‘‘Kiss me, Lawrence!” 

They stood for a moment embraced. Poor Em! Her 
heart was soft as butter! She said into his shoulder: “Your 
collar s all covered with hairs. You will brush your Viatr 
after you’ve put your coat on. Turn! I’ll pick them off.” 

Sir Lawrence turned. 

“I’ve telephoned to Condaford and Michael and Adrian. 
Remember, Em! The thing is as if it never was.” 

“Of course I shall remember. Why did she come to 
you?” 

Sir Lawrence shrugged. “She’s got a new do^, a black 
spaniel.” 

“Very faithful, but they get fat. There! Did they say 
anything on the telephone?” 

“Only: ‘OhI’ and ‘I see,’ and ‘Of course.’” 

“Lawrence, I want to cry; come back presently and 
take me somewhere.” 

Sir Lawrence patted her shoulders and went out quickly. 
He, too, felt peculiar. Back in his study, he sat in thought. 
Desert’s flight was the only possible solution! Of all those 
affected by this incident, he had the clearest and most just 
insight into Wilfrid. True, probably, that the fellow had a 
vein of gold in him which his general nature did its best 
to hide! But to live with? Not on your life! Yellow? Of 
course he wasn’t that! The thing was not plaimsailing, as 
Jack Muskham and the pukka sahibs supposed, with their 
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superstition that black was not white, and so on. No, nol 
Young Desert bad been snared in a most peculiar way. 
Given his perverse nature, its revolts, humanitarianism, 
and want of belief, given his way of hob-nobbing with the 
Arabs, his case was as different from that of the ordinary 
Englishman as chalk from chesee. But, whatever his case, 
he was not a man to live with! Poor Dinny was well out 
of thatl What pranks Fate played! Why should her choice 
have ffillen there? If you came to that, why anything where 
love was concerned? It knew no laws, not even those of 
common sense. Some clement in her had flown straight 
to its kindred element in him, disregarding all that was 
not kindred, and all outside circumstaiicc. She might 
never get again the chance of that particular "nick,’ as Jack 
Muskham would call it. But— good Gud!~marriage was 
a lifelong business; yes, even in these days, no passing joke! 
For marriage you wanted all the luck and all the give atid 
take that you could get. Not much give and take al)out 
Desert— restless, disharmonic, and a ptietl And proud— 
with that inner selffdeprccialive \vidc which never let up 
on a man! A liaison, one of tliosc leaping companionships 
young people went in for now— ptjssihly; hut that didn’t 
fit Dinny; even Desert must have felt so. In her the 
physical without the spiritual seemed out of place. Ahl 
Well! Another long heartache in t he world-’ poor Dinny, 
*Whcrc,’ he thought, *can 1 take lim at this time 
in the morning? The Zoo she doesn’t like; Pni sick of the 
Wallace. Madame Tussaud’s! Gaiety will l>rcak through, 
Madame Tussaud’s!’ 



CHAPTER XXXVn 


At Condaford Jean went straight from the telephone to 
find her mother-in-law, and repeated Sir Lawrence’s words 
with her usual decision. The gentle rather timid expression 
on Lady Cherrell’s face changed to a startled concern. 

^^Ohl” 

‘^Shall I tell the General?” 

‘Tlease, dear.” 

Alone again with her accounts, Lady CherreU sat 
thinking. The only one of the family, except Hubert, who 
had never seen Wilfrid Desert, she had tried to keep an 
open mind, and had no definite opposition on her con- 
science. She felt now only a troubled sympathy. What 
could one do? And, as is customary in the case of another’s 
bereavement, she could only think of flowers. 

She slipped out into the garden and went to the rose 
beds, which, flanked by tall yew hedges, clustered round 
the old sundial. She plucked a basket full of the best 
blossoms, took them up to Dinny’s narrow and conventual 
bedroom, and disposed them in bowls by the bedside and 
on the window-sill. Then, opening the door and mulfioned 
window wide, she rang for the room to be dusted and the 
bed made. The Medici prints on the walls she carefully 
set exactly straight, and said; 

‘T’ve dusted the pictures, Annie. Keep the window and 
door open. I want it all to smell sweet. Can you do the 
room now?” 

**Yes, m’lady.” 

**Then I think you’d better, I don’t know what time 
Miss Dinny will be here.” 

Back with her accounts, she could not settle to them, 
and, pushing them into a drawer, went to find her husband. 

®73 
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He, too, was seated before bills and papers without sign 
of animation. She went up to him and pressed his head 
against her. 

“Jean’s told you. Con?” 

“Yes. It’s the only thing, of course; but I hate Dinny 
to be sad.” 

They were silent till Lady Chcrrell said: 

“I’d tell Dinny about our being so hard up. It would 
take her mind oft’.” 

The General ruffled bis hair. “I shall lie three hundred 
down on the year. 1 might get a couple of hundred for 
the horses, the rest must come out of trees. 1 don’t know 
which I dislike more. Do you think she could suggest 
something?” 

“No, but she would worry, and that would prevent her 
troubling so mucli over the other thing. 

“I see. Well, Jean or you tell her, then. 1 don’t like to. 
It looks like hinting that I want to reduce her allowance. 
It’s a pittance as it' is. Make it plain there’s no question 
of that. Travel would have been the thing for her, but 
where’s the money to come from?” 

Lady Cherrell did not know, and the ccrnvetsation 

lapsed. 

Into that old house, which fttr so many centuries human 
hopes, fears, births, deaths, and all the medley ot everyday 
emotions had stamped with a look of wary age, had come 
an uneasiness which showed in every word and action, 
even of the maids. What attitude to adopt? 1 low to show 
sympathy, and yet not show it? 1 low to welcome, and yet 
make it clear that welcome did not carry rejoicing? Ivven 
Jean was infected. She brushed and combed the dogs, 
and insisted on taking the car to meet every atternoon 
train. 

Dinny came by the third, I,cading I'och, she stepped out 
of the carriage dmost into jean’s arms. 

"Hallo, my dear,” sadd Jean, “here you aicl New dog?” 
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‘^Yes; a darling.” 

‘‘What have you got?” 

Only these things. It’s no use looking for a porter, 
they’re always trundling bicycles.” 

“I’ll get them out.” 

“Indeed you won’t! Hold Foch.” 

When, carrying her suitcase and dressing-bag, she 
reached the car, Dinny said: 

“Would you mind if I walk up by the fields, Jean? It’s 
good for Foch; and the train was stuffy; I should like a 
sniff of the hay.*” 

“Yes, there’s some down still. I’ll take these along, and 
have fresh tea ready.” 

She left Dinny standing with a smile on her face. And 
all the way to the Grange she thought of that smile and 
swore under her breath. . . . 

Entering the field path, Dinny let Foch off his lead. By 
the way he rushed to the hedgerow, she realised how he 
had missed all this. A country dog! For a moment his 
busy joy ^ook up her attention; then the sore and bitter 
aching came back again. She called him and walked on. 
In the first of their own fields the hay was still lying out, 
and she flung herself down. When she once got home she 
must watch every word and look, must smile and smile, 
and show nothing! She wanted desperately these few 
minutes of abandonment. She didn’t cry, but pressed her- 
self against the hay-covered earth, and the sun burned her 
neck. She turned on her back and gazed up at the blue. 
She framed no thoughts, dissolved in aching for what was 
lost and could never be found now. And the hum of 
summer beat drowsily above her from the wings of insects 
drunk on heat and . honey. She crossed her arms on her 
chest to compress the pain within her. If she could die, 
there, now, in full summer with its hum and the singing 
of the larks; die and ache no more! So she lay motionless, 
until the dog came and licked her cheek. And, ashamed. 
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she got up and stood brushing the hay-seeds and stalks 
from her dress and stockings. 

Past old Kismet in the next field she came to the thread 
of stream and crossed it into the disenchanted" orchard, 
smelling of nettles and old trees; then on, to the garden 
and the flagstones of the terrace. One magnolia flower 
was out, but she dared not stop and snifl*, lest its lemon- 
honey scent should upset her again; and, coming to the 
French window, she looked in. 

Her mother was sitting with the look on her face that 
Dinny called "waiting for Father.’ Her father was standing 
with the look on his fiicc that she called "waiting for 
Mother.’ Jean seemed expecting her cub to come round 
the corner. 

"And Fm the cub,’ thought Dinny, and stepped over the 
threshold, saying: 

""Well, Mother darling, can I have some tea?” . . . 

That evening, after good-night had been said, she came 
down again and went to her father’s study. He was at his 
bureau, poring, with a pencil, over sometlung he had 
wri* ’ L She stole up, and read over hivS shoulder: 

""Flunters for sale: Bay gelding, fifteen three, rising ten, 
sound, good-looking, plenty of bone, fine jumper. Mare: 
blue roan: fifteen one, rising nine, very clever, carries lady, 
show jumper, sound wind and limb. Apply Owner, 
Condaford Grange, Oxon.” 

""M’ml” he muttered, and crossed out the "wind and 
limb.’ 

Dinny reached down and took the paper. 

The General started and looked round, 
she said. And tore the sheet, 

""Here! You mustn’t do that. It took me—” . 

"*No, Dad, you can’t sell the horses, you’d be lost/’ 
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‘"But I must sell the horses, Dinny.’" 

“I know. Mother told me. But it isn’t necessary. I 
happen to have quite a lot.” She put the notes she had 
been carrying about so long on his bureau. 

The General got up. 

“Impossible!” he said. “Very good of you, Dinny, but 
quite impossible!” 

“You mustn’t refuse me, Dad. Let me do something for 
Condaford. I’ve no use for it, and it happens to be just 
the three hundred Mother says you want.” 

“No use for it? Nonsense, my dear! Why! With that 
you could have a good long travel!” 

“I don’t want a good long travel. I want to stay at home 
and help you both.” 

The General looked hard into her face. 

“I should be ashamed to take it,” he said. “It’s my own 
fault that I’ve got behind.” 

“Dad! You never spend anything on yourseE” 

“Well, I don’t know how it is — one little thing and 
another, it piles up.” 

“You and I will go into it. There must be things we 
could do without.” ,**1 ^ 

“The worst is having no capital. Something comes ^^TOg 
and I have to meet it out of income; insurance is heavy, 
and with rates and taxes always going up, income gets 
smaller all the time.” 

“I know; it must be awful. Couldn’t one breed some- 
thing?” 

“Costs money to start. Of course we could do perfectly 
well in London or Cheltenham, or abroad. It’s keeping the 
place up, and the people dependent on it.” 

“Leave Condaford! Oh! no! Besides, who would take it? 
In spite of all you’ve done, we’re not up to date. Dad.” 

“We’re certainly not.” 

“We could never put ‘this desirable residence’ without 
blushing. People won’t pay for other people’s ancestors 



278 FLOWERING WILDERNESS 

The General stared before him. 

“I do ftanldy wish, Dinny, the thing wasn’t such a 
trust. I hate bothering about money, screwing here and 
screwing there, and always having to look forward to 
see if you can make do. But, as you say, to sell’s un- 
thinkable. And who’d rent it? It wouldn’t make a 
boys’ school, or a country club, or an asylum. Those 
seem the only fates before country houses nowadays. 
Your Uncle Lionel’s the only one of us who’s got any 
money— 1 wonder if he’d like to take it on for his 
week-ends.” 

“No, Dad! No! Let’s stick to it. I’m sure we can 
do it, somehow. Let me do the screwing and that. 
In the meantime you must take this. Then we shall 
start fair.” 

“Dinny, I-—” 

“To please me, dear.” 

The General drew her to him. 

“That business of youns,” he muttered into her hair. 
“My God, I wish 1” 

She shook her head, 

“I’m going out for a few minutes now, just to wander 
round. It’s so nice and warm.” 

And, winding a scarf round her neck, she was gone 
through the opened window. 

The last dregs of the long daylight had drained down 
beyond the rim, but warmth abode, for no ait stirred, 
and no dew fell — a still, dry, dark night, with swarming 
stars. From the moment she stepped out Dinny was 
lost in it. But the old house shrouded in its creepers 
lived for her eyes, a dim presence with four still-lighted 
windows, She stood under an elm tree leaning against 
its trunk, with_ her arms stretched back and her hands 
clasping it behind her. Night was a friend — no eye to 
sec, no cat to iistea. She stared into it, unmoving, 
drawing comfort from the soUdity and breadth behind 
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her. Moths flew by, almost touching her face. Insentient 
nature, warm, incurious, busy even in the darkness. 
Alillions of little creatures burrowed and asleep, hundreds 
floating or creeping about, billions of blades of grass 
and flowers straightening up ever so slowly in the com- 
parative coolness of the night. Nature! Pitiless and 
indifletent even to the only creatures who crowned and 
petted her with pretty words! Threads broke and hearts 
broke, or whatever really happened to the silly things— 
Nature twitched no lip, heaved no sigh! One twitch 
of Nature’s lip would have been more to her than all 
human sympathy. If, as in the ‘Birth of Venus,’ bree2es 
could jmlf at her, waves like doves lap to her feet, bees 
fly round her seeking honey! If for one moment in this 
darkness she could feel at one with the starshine, the 
smell of earth, the twitter of that bat, the touch of a 
moth’s wing on her nose! 

With her chin tilted up and all her body taut against 
the tree trunk she stood, breathless from the darkness and 
the silence and the stars. Ears of a weasel, nose of a fox 
to hear and scent out what was stirring! In the tree above 
her head a bird chirped once. The drone of the last 
train, still far away, began, swelled, resolved itself into 
the sound of wheels and the sound of steam, stopped, 
then began again and faded out in a far drumming. All 
hushed once more! Where she stood the moat had 
been, filled in so long that this great elm tree had grown. 
Slow, the lives of trees, and one long fight with the 
winds; slow and tenacious like the life of her family 
dinging to this spot. 

*J mil not think of him,’ she thought, ‘J will not think 
of him!’ As a child that refuses to remember what has 
hurt it, so would she be! And, instantly, his face formed 
in the darkness — his eyes and his lips. She turned round 
to the trunk and leaned her forehead on its roughness. 
But his face came between. Recofling, she walked away 



over the grass swiftly and without noise, invisible as a 
spirit. Up and down she walked, and the wheeling 
soothed her. 

^Well/ she thought, 1 have had my hour. It can’t be 
helped. I must go in.’ 

She stood for a moment looking up at the stars, so far, 
so many, bright and cold. And witli a faint smile she 
thought: 

wonder which is my lucky starP 


END 




